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CHAP.  I. 

■'  Te,  dulcis  conjux,  \t  solo  in  litorc  jccum, 
Te,  vcnicnie  dit:,  te  decedcntc  cancLat." 

ViaSiL, 

X  i^FTER  a  couple-  of  hours  agreeably 
spent  ill  tea-table  sociability,  diversiiied 
by  Ellen's  Ciichantini;'  musical,  talents, 
which  siic  liad  considerably  im[)r(.)ve-d 
since  her  quitting  England,  the  stranger, 
desirous  to  gratify  the  impatience  of  his 
fiiendiy  hosts,  mIio  lie  conjectured  must 
be  anxious  for  the  sequel  of  his  adven- 
VOL.  iir.  B  tuie.s, 
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tiires,  tliough  they  were  too  polite  to 
iiro'e  their  wishes,  beo-oed  their  attention 
once  more,- and  again  resumed  his  narra- 
tion. 

*'  I  arrived  in  the  Jand  of  liberty,''  he 
comm.enced,  "  and  haile(L  in  holv  trrati- 
tiide,  my  return  to  the  shores  of  England; 
\vhen,  without  delaying,  I  setoff,  as  quick 
as  post-horses  could  convey  me,  towards 
the  haven  of  my  tendercst  wishes,  the 
place  where  I  had  left  my  wife  and  son. 
It  was  in  a  sweet  retired  situation,  a  sliort 
distance  from  London  on  tlie  Essex  road; 
but  as  I  drove  through  the  metropolis, 
my  eyes  sc^cely  recognized  the  places 
where  1  had  frequently  before  been  in.  I 
at  first  thought  of  going  on  to  the  war- 
ofBce,  to  see  how  I  should  be  received 
there  ;  but  my  impatience  to  learn  intelli- 
gence of  dearer  subjects  repelled  that 
idea,  and  I  hastened  on  with  the  ardour 
of  a  lover,  to  meet  the  long-estranged  ob- 
ject of  my  affection. 

/*  As  1  drew  nearer  the  spot,  the  con>- 

plication 
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plication  of  my  feelings  rose  nearly  to 
-agony ;  yet  I  had  prudence  enough  to 
reflect,  that  was  my  Rebecca  still  an  inha- 
bitant of  it,  I  should  be  wrong  to  appear 
abruptly  before  her,  notwithstanding  tiic 
alterations  of  my  person  were  sufticient  to 
disguise  all  immediate  recollection  of  me. 
1  therefore  alighted  at  a  public-house  ad- 
joining, and  summoning  the  hostess  to 
me,  en([uired  of  her  whether  the  person! 
sought  after  yet  resided  at  the  place  I 
mentioned? 

"  The  woman  appeared  to  possess  much 
good  nature  ; — she  easily  perceived  the 
en ^fny  to  be  made  from  no  common 
motive  of  curiosity,  and  was  cautious  in 
her  rejjlles. 

*  That  lady,  Sir,'  said  she,  *  lost  her  luis- 
band  some  years  ago,  I  understand,  wlio 
was  reported  to  be  killed  in  battle  ;  thongii 
I  imagine  that  was- never  very  positively 
ascertained.'  'But  it  was  a  very  preva- 
lent report  about  this  place  ?'  I  said..  *  O 
yes.  Sir,'  she  answered;  *and  the  poor 
B  2  doa** 
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dear  gentlewoman  went  up  to  Lmrlon 
otten  and  often  to  the  war-oftiee,  tning 
to  liiul  out- the  truth  of  it:  so  nobody 
could  tell  it,  because  it  seems  the  cap- 
tain's body  was  never  found;  but  when 
after  seven  years,  noth.ing  more  was  heard 
about  him,  his  name  was  taken  off  the  list, 
I  thiidv  tliey  called  it,  and  his  commis- 
sion given  to  somebody  else,  by  which  the 
poor  lady  lost  some  pay  oi:'  her  husband's 
Miat  she  used  to  receive  there.'  'Great 
God,'  I  exclaimed,  'and  how  did  she 
afterwards  support  herself?'  ^  O,  Sir,' 
replied  the  woman,  *  she  was  1o\'cd  by 
every  creature  about  the  j)lace,  gentl^ind 
simple  ;  and  if  she  had  not  sixpence  of  her 
own  in  the  world,  she  never  would  have 
knov.n  the  want  of  any  thing;  but  she 
had  some  very  good  friend.  I  don't  ex- 
♦  actly  know  who  it  was,  only  I  believe  it 
^\  as  a  relation  of  her's  that  lived  abroad, 
who  used  to  send  her  over  a  great  deal  of 
money  and  other  things.  But  she  never 
was  happy,  Sir,  fiom  the  time  the  captain 

went 
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went  away  ;  and  after  the  report  came  of 
liis  death,  which  to  be  sure  there  was 
long  ago  no  doubt  of,  she  took  on  sadly, 
poor  lady,  anfl  used  to  walk  about  by 
herself  in  the  most  lonesome  places,  and 
cry  so  sadly.  I  knesv  her  v(^iy  well,  Sii/ 
continued  this  kind-hearted  woman,  as 
she  wiped  her  eyes  with  a  corner  of  her 
apron  ;  *  she  would  sometimes  sit  on  a  lit* 
tie  bench  that  was  at  the  end  of  our  gar- 
den near  the  road,  when  slie  would  be 
fatigued  after  her  long  solitary  ramble, 
and  her  dear  heart  almost  breaking  with 
grief.'  *  You  weep,  my  good  woman,' 
said  I,  hardly  able  to  command  the  dreatV 
ful  apprehensions  that  filled  my  soul,  yet 
fearing  to    hear   them  confirmed.      *  Tell 

me,  does  this  amiable  creature  still ?' 

I  could  not  articulate  the  word,  though 
ni}  ov;  n  life  had  depended  on  my  doing 
so.  '  Live,  Sir,'  said  she,  finishing  the 
sentence  forme,  'ah  I'and  slie  sliook  her 
head  mourniully,  'all,  Sir,  the  dear  lady 
took  grief  to  heart.'  *  She  is  dead  then,'  I 
faintly  articulated.  '  And  my  son — what 
B  3  wJiat 
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w/nU  is  become  of  him  ?'  *  Good  God  i 
uho  are  you,  Sir  ?'  she  cried,  catching  me 
by  the  hand-/  and  as  instantly  relinquished 
it  to  run  for  a  glass  of  wine,  which  she 
forced  me  to  swallow,  and  which  helped 
in  some  degree  to  revive  me.  *  Tell  mc, 
Sir,    who  you   are?' she  earnestly  added, 

*  The  long  lost  husband  of  her  you  la- 
ment,* I  replied — *  him  so  fatally— so 
faithfully  mourned  as  dead.'  The  good 
woman  gave   a   shriek   of  astonishment. 

*  And  now,'  acVled  I,  *  tell  me  all— inform 
me  when  and  where  my  wife  died,  and 
also,  if  you  can,  Mhat  is  become  of  my 
son?  or  if  he  be  living?*  *I  knov\^  no- 
thing to  the  contrary,  my  good  Sir,*  sh« 
answered.  *  Pie  was  as  tine  a  young  man 
as  ever  tlie  sun  shone  up6n>  when  his  mo- 
ther died,  which  is  now  about  seven  year* 
iigo.  lie  came  to  the  country  just  before 
she  (^ew  her  last  breath,  for  he  was  some 
wliere  for  his  education,  and  after  she  was 
interred,  settled  all  the  trilling  debts  she 
owed,  though,  God  knows,  nobody  woidd 

have 
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have  asked  for  a  farthing,  if  it  had  not 
been  his  own  goodness  to  give  it,  nor 
would  have  taken-  it,  only  for  fear  of 
offending  him ;  and  when  every  thing 
was  entirely  settled,  he  went  away  again, 
but  he  came  back  once  or  twice  in  the 
course  oF  a  few  months  after  to  see  the 
gentleman  he  went  to  school  to,  and  since, 
then,  I  never  heard  what  became  of  him. 
Yet,  Sir,' she  continued,  ^I  have  some* 
how  a  notion  that  this  gentleman,  Avho  is 
our  minister  here,  can  give  you  better 
information  on  the  subject ;  besides  that, 
he  attended  your  lady  constantly  during 
her  last  illness.  But,  indeed,  for  that 
matter,  both  he  and  his  whole  family  were 
at  all  times  attentive  to  her,  and  she  used 
to  be  f j)r  days  and  days  together  at  the 
parsonage;  but,  as  I  said  before,  Sir, 
every  body  loved  her,  she  was  so  gentle 
and  so  good,  and  then  the  cause  of  her 
melancholy  made  her  so  interesting  to 
every  creature.  Ah,  Sir,  she  dearly  loved 
you,  living  or  dead ;  and  when  it  was 
B  4  God 
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CiocI  AlmiglUy^s  will  to  release  her  from 
her  sorrows,  though  every  description  of 
people  in  tli^  village,  rich  as  well  as  poor, 
followed  her  remains  to  the  grave,  w  here 
she  was  carried  by  six  respectable  ma- 
trons, v,'ith  the  young  girls  walking  before^ 
and  the  married  women  after  the  body, 
Tiot  a  dry  eye  was  to  be  seen  amongst 
tiiem.'  *  Oi  my  good  woman/  I  cried, 
*you  break  my  heart  i)y  your,  simple  eu- 
iogium  on  my  lost  Rebecca's  virtues — 
lost  to  me  here  for  ever !  Where  does 
your  minister  live?  I  will  go  to  him  in- 
stantly.' 

''  She  directed  me  to  his  house,  but 
v.'ould  not  permit  me  to  quit  her's,  till  I 
had  partaken  of  her  hospitality  by  remain- 
ing to  dinner,  nor  could  1,  consistently 
Avith  my  feelings  of  gratitude,  pain  her 
lionest  heart  by  a  refusal.  In  the  even- 
ing, after  promising  my  kind  hostess  I 
Avould  return  again  sooner  or  later,  I  set 
out  for  the  parsonage,  where,  on  arriving, 
I  sent  up  to  say  a  gentleman  wished  to 

speak, 
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speak  with  tlic  clerg-ynian  in  private,  and 
1  was  immediately  admitted  to  an  inter- 
view. In  as  tranquil  a  voice  as  my  emo- 
tions could  comn^ancl,  I  repeated  to  him 
the  communication  I  had  receivtfd  of  the 
hostess,  which  was  the  cause  of  my  visit, 
and  informed  him  who  I  was.  No  asto- 
nish aient  surely  ever  equalled  his,  nOr 
certainly  could  his  satisfaction  be  greater, 
hud  1  con^e  to  present  him  one  of  the  first 
appointments  of  the  church.  However, 
he  would  tell  me  nothing  that  night, 
though  he  avowed  having  much  impor- 
tant news  to  communicate,  and  insisted 
on  niy  taking  up  my  abode  with  him  wliile 
I  remained  in  the  place.  I  agreed  to  do 
so,  on  condition  that  he  would  ahexy  m& 
the  little  spot  in  the  church-yard  where 
rested  the  ashes-of  my  Rebecca,  and  to 
M'hich,  after  some  little  remonstrance 
against  my  going  there,  he  at  length  com- 
plied. A  small  head-stone,  placed  there 
^by  our  son,  pointed  out  the  grave  of  a 
loved  wife;  nor  do  1  think  I  should  have 
B  5  reposed 
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reposed  the  worse  for  having  embalmed 
the  sacred  dust  with  a  husband's  tears, 
did  not  anxiety  to  learn  further  of  this 
dear  lamented  partner  prevent  me  closing 
my  eyes  during  the  night. 

'*  On  our  return  that  evening,  this 
respectable  divine  introduced  me  to  hi» 
family,  Jby  whom,  as  well  as  himself,  my 
restoration  was  looked  on  as  a  kind  of  re- 
surrection from  the  tomb;  and  at  their 
desire,  I  related  to  them  what  I  have  al- 
ready informed  you.  Ah  !  how  deeply  did 
they  bewail  the  untimely  fate  of  my  Re- 
becca ! — how  tenderly  -revere  her  memory  ! 
It  told  to  my  heart  that  the  wife  of  my 
bosom  deserved  to  be  eternally  worshipped 
by  it.  The  following  morning,  we  again, 
at  my  particular  request,  repaired  to  the 
church -yard,  and  seated  on  the  grave  of 
Kebecca,  the  good  pastor  commenced  his 
detail  from  that  period  when  the  report  of 
my  death  first  became  prevalent.  '* 

The  stranger's  particular  relation  of  his 
wife  very  sensibly  atFected  his  auditors. 

Th« 
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The  tears  rolled  down  Ellen's  cheeks,  and" 
the  good  old  Baronet  several  times  wiped 
away  his;  but  the  sensibility  Sylvester 
betrayed  was  far  beyond  €iny  he  had  ever 
before  discovered  ;  it  seemed  to  himself 
to  be  painfully  acute.  He  leaned  on  the 
table,  his  handkerchief  held  to  his  eyes, 
but  the  tears  poured  in  torrents  from  be- 
neath it,  and  his  deep  sighs  iuore  resem- 
bled half  suppressed  groans ;  yet  he  spoke 
not  a  word,  and  seemed  evidently  ab- 
stracted from  all  recollection,  but  the 
story  which  so  poignantly  interested  his 
feelings.  The  stranger  continued  his  sub- 
ject, taking  it  up  at  the  clergymaus 
words. 

*  From  the  moment,  Sir,'  began  the  di- 
vine, ^  that  your  death  became  current, 
the  effect  it  produced  on  your  amiable 
lady  became  visible.  Doubt  and  suspense 
were  even  worse  than  certainty,  for  when 
nothing  was  to  be  expected,  some  exertion 
ndght  be  made ;  but  lingering  hope  still 
clung  to  her  heart,  while  lengthened  dls- 
E  6  appointment 
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appointment  alternately  chilled  the  flat- 
tering' delusion.  Her  sole  comfort  was 
derived  from  the  prospect  her  son  evinced 
of  being  an  honour  to  his  parents.  She 
spared  no  expence  on  his  education,  which 
for  a  few  years  I  had  the  happiness  of 
superintending,  and  afterv/ards  she  sent 
hin)  to  the  university  of  Oxford.  Indeed,' 
added  the  worthy  pastor,  *  I  somethnes 
feared  the  expences  attending  his  studies 
abroad  might  distress  herself  at  home,  and 
once  ventured  to  hint  as  much  to  her'; 
but  she  replied,  *  Yourap})rehensions,  my 
good  Sir,  are  groundless.  I  have  enough 
to  support  him  and  myself,  for  1  have  a 
dea?"  friend  who  is  attentive  to  my  situa-^ 
tion,  and  while  she  Jives,  neither  my  son 
nor  I  will  want  for  respectable  mainte- 
nance; and  though  this  loved  friend  can- 
not at  all  times  forward  me  regular  sup- 
plies of  m6ney,  1  receive  other  things  that, 
by  the  assistance  of  a  merchant  in  Lon- 
don, turn  to  the  same  account.  And, 
with  respect  to  my  son,*  she  added,    *  as  I 

have 
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Ikivc  no  certain  provision  to  leave  liim, 
it  is  but  my  duty  to  do  tlie  best  I  c:in  far 
liini  wiiile  I  live.  A  good  education  will 
brir.g  him- respectably  through  the  world, 
for  Vvith  that,  and  the  good  qualities  he. 
aj)pears  to  possess,  he  may  be  more  fortu- 
nate than  it  he  were  born  to  more  wealth.' 
*  llcr  observations,'  continued  the  di- 
vine, ^  were  just,  and  my  fears  of  her  pe- 
cuniary embarrassments  silenced.  My 
wife  and  daughter,  who  were  much  at- 
tached to  her,  as  in  truth  Vv'as  every  per- 
son in  the  neighbourhood,  endeavoured, 
as  far  as  in  their  power,  to  divert  and 
amuse  her  mind.  She  was  sensible  of 
their  intentions,  and  sought  to  express  her 
gratitude,  by  assuming,  in  the  company 
of  her  friends,  an  appearance  of  cheerful- 
ness very  foreign  tolier  heart.  Alas!  Sir, 
she  had  received  a  wound  tiiere,  the  an- 
guish of  which  no  human  efforts  had 
power  to  assuage;  nor  do  I  imagine  that 
even  vour  return  then  could  iiave  served 

to 
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to  heal  it,   tbougli  it  might  havesoftened 


Its  agonies. 


*  During;  the  term  of  seven  years  after 
you  were  returned  missing,  she  regularly 
received  the  moiety  of  your  pay  at  the 
war-office ;  but  the  stoppage  of  that,  and 
the  disposal  of  your  commission  elsewhere, 
l^roved  t])e  final, blow  to  her  peace.  From  , 
that  ^loment,  she  made  no  exertion  to 
combat  against  her  grief,  and  a  few 
months  terminated  her  life  and  her  sor- 
rows.  1  visited  her  daily  during  her  last 
illness ;  ^lie  was  perfectly  resigned  to  her 
unhappy  destiny,  and  even  anxious  for 
death,  now  that  she  seemed  convinced  all 
hopes  respecting  you  were  no  longer  to  bo 
indulged. 

'  And  now,  Sir, '  proceeded  he,  *  I  am 
going  to  relate  a  circumstance  of  impor- 
tant concern  to  yourself,  and  which  pro- 
bably is  to  this  moment:  involved  in  mys- 
tery. I  had  one  morning  been  compelled, 
by  the  attendance  of  my  duty  elsewhere, 

to 


fflE  OLD  inrSH  DARONET.  1'5 

to  postpone  my  visit  to  your  lady  for  a 
few  hours,  and,  on  my  return  home, 
Iiastened  to  dispatch  an  early  dinner,  in- 
tending to  make  up  my  forenoon's  absence 
by  a  long  visit  to  her  in  the  evening, 
when  just  as  I  had  sat  down  to  table,  tlie 
female  servant  who  attended  her  came  in 
great  iiaste  to  request  I  v/ould  go  without 
loss  of  time  to  her  mistress.  *She  is  very 
ill,  Sir,'  added  the  girl ;  '  some  strange 
old  geutleman  called  on  her  to-da;!,  and 
whatever  was  his  business,  I  know  not, 
but  she  has  been  considerably  agitated 
ever  since,  and  particularly  desirous  of 
seeing  you.' 

*  1  instantly  accompanied  the  messen- 
ger, and,  as  she  had  described,  found 
your  dear  lady  most  unusually  affected, 
indeed.  *0,  my  good  Sir,'  she  said,  as  I 
entered  her  apartment,  where  she  reclined 
on  a  couch,  *  I  am  so  happy  to  see  you. 
How  I  wished  for  you  this  morning  I  you 
might  have  questioned  a  visitor  I  had,  on 
many  subjects,   which  in  my  debilitated 

state, 
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State,  I  was  unequal  t9  doing.'  I  told 
her  the  cause  of  my^  absence,  lest  she 
should  imagine  it  occasioned  by  neglect. 
*  I  have,'  resuined  she,  *  a  wonderful  oc- 
currence to  relate  to  you,  but  you  must 
allow  for  my  weakness  and  my  agitations 
that  I. am  slou^  in  the  communication  or 
it.'  I  bade  her  take  her  own  time,  and 
•neither  hurry  nor  fatigue  lierself,  as  I  was 
come  to  pass  the  evening,  and  have  my 
tea  whh  h.er.  She  smiled  so  angelically 
on  nie,' remarked  this  worthy  servant  of 
God,  'that  I  could  scarcely  believe  it  was- 
aught  but  an  alrealy  beatified  spirit  in 
whose  presence  1  was.  *  How  good  you  are 
to  me  !'  resumed  she.  But,'  added  he, 
modestly  checking  his  words,  *  why  need  I 
repeat  her  flattering  expressions  of  grati- 
tude I — I  only  did  my  duty,  and  in  return 
she  taught  me  a  lesson  never  to  be  for- 
gotten, in  the  example  she  gave  of  raith 
and  humility  to  the  summons  of  her  Crea.- 
tor.' 

**  0!"  exclaimed  the  stranger  with  en- 
thusiastic 
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tbusiastic  fervour,  *'l  coiikl  have  pressed 
to  niy  heart  this  benevolent  Ibilower  of 
thepreeepts  he  preached,  and  lield  hiin  to 
it  for  cvei- !'' 

*'  Is  lie  liviuo;?"  asked  the  Baronet  with 
pecidiar  earnestness. 

*'  I  shoidd  imagine  so,"  rephed.  the 
stranger,  *'for  it  is  not  more  than  twa 
years  since  the  time  1  speak  of,  and  he  did 
not  look  to  be  more  than  forty,  or  there- 
abouts, with  every  appearance  of  good 
health  and  a  good  constitution  about 
him." 

Sir  Thomas  said  no  more,  but  much 
might  be  inferred  from  those  few  words, 
particularly  as  tlie  Baronet's  general  chat 
racter  was  to  do  good  without  ostentation, 
and  to  reward  merit  wherever  he  found  it. 
We  may  reachly  conjecture,  therefore,  that 
his  thoughts  were  not  far  abstracted  from 
a  church  preferment. 

The  stranger  continued   his    discourse. 

*  Your  lady,'  proceeded  the  divine  ro 
ine,    *  began  by  iuforaung  me  that  a  per- 

sou 
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son  had  called  that  morning,  Tvho  ex- 
pressed an  earnest  des'ne  to  see  her — tliat 
she  v/as  at' first  averse  to  it,  from  her  ill- 
ness confining  her  "to  licr  apartment,  but 
he  was  so  wigcnt  in  his  request,  and  the 
servant  said  1  e  was  a  feeble  old  man,  tliat 
she  could  no  longer  refuse  admdtting  him. 

*  A  very  e.iv  ciated-looking  grey-headed 
gentleman  made  his  appearance,'  she  said, 

*  vvho  respectfully  apologized  for  his  in- 
trusion at  such  a  time,  whicli  nothing 
But  the  importance  of  his  business  would 
have  compelled  him  to  p.crsevere  in.  -  *  But, 
Madam,'  added  he,  *  I  am  myself  an  in- 
valid, besides  having  a  weight  of  years  to 
combat  against;  }et,  would  to  Heaven  I 
had  no  other  burthen  1  but  apprehending 
my  sand  of  life  to  be  nearly  run,  I  dare 
not  quit  this  world  till  I  make  what  retri- 
bution is  in  my  power  for  past  guilt.' 
I  trembled,  my  good  Sir,'  proceeded  your 
wife.  *  The  idea  of  my  lost  husband 
attached  itself  ta  his  last  words,  and  I 
dreaded  a  sequel  that  might  confirm  the 

horrible 
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horrible  suspicions  which  sliot  across  my 
brain;  yet  I  was  unequal  to  asking  any 
question,  and  the  old  gealleman  went  on, 
'  I  presume,  IMadani/  said  he,  *  you 
have  understood  that  your  husband  was 
an  orphan,  and  Ici't  under  the  care  of  a 
guardian  ?'  I  bowed  in  the  affirmative. 
*  An  orphan  most  assuredly  he  was,'  con- 
tinued the  old  gentleman  ;  *  for  both  his 
parents  died  in  his  infancy;  but,'  he 
added,  clasping  his  hands  with  solemnity 
together,  *  /  was  accessary  to  his  mo- 
ther's death:  by  my  treachery,  hypocrisy, 
and  inhumanity,  her  life  was  sacrificed/ 
'You!'  I  exclaiived,  proceeded  your  wife, 
*you  whose  respectable  appearance  bespeak 
you '  '  What  1  should  be,'  inter- 
rupted lie,  with  quickness,  *  not  what  I 
was  once,  a  humble  servant  of  the  Most 
High,  what  1  amy  a  contrite  remorseful 
penitent.  A  professed  disciple  of  the 
holy  altar  I  once  was,  till  proiierccl  re- 
wards stimulated  me  to  deviate  from  its 
practices,  and  its  principles  were  then  only 

used 


20  THE  OLD  ir.IbK   BARONET. 

used  to  conceal  duplicity.  I  am/contiiuied' 
lie,  *  the  person  who  assumed  the  guar- 
dianship o^  your  b.Ubband's  eavly  years.' 
'  O,  (hen/ exclaimed  vour  wife,  *  vou  are 
come  to  restore  to  his  son  trie  /[ust  rights 
you  have  withheld  from  the  fatlicr  —  Such 
alas,  Sir/ she  went  on,  addressing  herself 
to  me,  *  were  my  conjectures  then,  as  I 
recollected  my  loved  husband  often  sur- 
nfising  the  possibility  of  this  person  having 
dealt  unfairly  by  him,  and  I  summoned 
streno'th  enough  to  ask  him  was  it  not  so? 
•No,  Madam,'  he  replied,  'I  hold  no 
property  of  your  husband,  in  that  in- 
stance, at  least,  I  have  been  guiltless;  but 
1  Iiave  been  tlie  means  of  depriving  him 
of  wealth,  rank,  title,  and  consequence, 
Vwhich  he  was  born  to  inherit.  1  stole 
hitn,\vhen  an  infant,  from  >:>earms  of  the 
loveliest  and  most  amiable  of  mothers. 
That  theft  deprived  her  of  her  soul's  dear- 
est hope  on  earth,  and  painful  recollec- 
tion lingered  in  her  distuibcd  reason,  till 
death  put  a  period   to  her  misery.'     '  O, 

Sir/ 
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Sh/  continued  your  lady  to  nic, -*  jiidi^e 
what  my  sensations  M-erc  iit  tliis  horrible 
avowal  !  E\-en  in  niy  most  perfect  health, 
and  liearing  it  oF  an  unconnected  person, 
J  shouic!  have  siuuhiercd  at  such  base  cie« 
j)ravity  of  hum.an  nature;  but  exhausted 
as  I  was,  and  learninri;  its  relation  to  rny 
luisband,  I  had  scarcely  ])0\rer  to  breath. 
*  You  are  come  then,'  said  I,  as  distinctly 
as  I  could  articnlaie,  '  \on  are  come  then, 
repentant  of  your  crime,  to  make  restitu- 
tion to  the  son  of  him  ^^ou  have  so  deeply 
in}4.ired,  for  alas  !  his  father  no  longer 
exists  to  be  sensible  of  hi-  wiongs,  or  cha- 
ritably foroavino- to  th.eir  cause.*  *  And 
how  have  you  ascerjai ned  his  death, 
Madam?'  asked  he.  *  The  question,  my 
good  Sir,"  said  sh.e,  sneaking  to  me,  *  was 
so  unexpected,  that  i  started  with  renewed 
agilation  at  recoHecting  I  never  yet  had 
done  so;  and  O!  what  undefinable  sensa- 
tions mingled  with  my  harrassed  thoughts, 
as  the  visionary  charm  which  so  often  be- 
guiled them  whispered    the  possibility  of 

this 
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tills  person  being  able  to  elucidate  the  long 
doubtful  disaster,  and  in  a  voice  scarcely 
audible  tcmyself,  I  made  the  demand  so 
important  to  the  peace  of  my  ftw  hours 
here.  His  reply,  O  !  my  good  friend/ 
added  she,  pressmg  my  arms  with  an  emo- 
tion that  nearly  threatened  the  dissolution 
of  iier  weakened  frame,  *  O  !  my  good 
friend,  what  fresh  conjectures  am  I  to 
form  from  his  reply  !'  *  All,  Madam,  I 
can  say.'  he  answered,  *  is,  that  your 
husband  was  770I  killed  in  the  engagement 
from  whence  arose  the  report  of  his  death. 
He  was  taken  prisoner  by  the  enemii,  and 
a  fatal  combination  of  events  led  lii.-n  into 
further  captivity  ;  yet,  after  so  many  years 
of  silence,  I  fear  there  can  be  little  doubt 
of  his  dealh.*  '  O,  Sir,'  I  exclaimed, 
*  tell  me  all  you  know  of  him.  I  conjure 
you  to  be  explicit.  You  appear  to  have 
some  certain  information  of  this  mysteri- 
ous event,  and  in  mercy  to  my  tortured 
feelings,  be  as  candid  in  this  instance,  as 
you  have  been  in  others.'  *I  most  so- 
lemnly 
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s^mnly  assure  you,   IMaclam,'  he  replied, 

*  that  I  aiii  as  ignorant  of  that  particular 
event  as  svhat  you  arc.  I  liave  no  proofs 
that  your  husband  is  not  d^-ad,  and  less 
reason  to  surmise  that  he  yet  lives.  liou'- 
cver,  as  nothing  positive  has  ever  reached 
US;  T  have  a  solemn  request  to  make  of 
you.'  *  Nan:ie  it,'  I  exclaimed  ;  '  if  within 
my    power,    111    religiously    perform    It.* 

*  Here  then,  Madam,' said  he,  pulling  from 
his  pocket  a  scaled  parcel,  'here  is  the 
conf"=^sion  of  a  sincere  penitent;  and 
within  it  aiy'attestation  of  its  truth,  to- 
gether with  documents  to  ascertain  effec- 
tually the  riglUs  of  your  husband,  or  his 
son.  1  am  going  a  long  journey  ;  if 
Heaven  permfts  me  to  accomplish  it,  you 
shall  hear  of  me  again  ;  if  not,  you  may 
conclude  I  have  paid  the  great  debt  of 
nature  in  its  attempt.-  But  the  purport 
of  it  I  cannot  now  explain — hereatter  it 
will  be  fully  known,  v/hether  I  liveordie.' 
'  All,  Sir,'  fcighed  out  your  drooping  wife 
to  him,  *  nil/  last  journey  rapidly  ad- 
vances. 
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vanccs.     A  few  clays  avid  /  shall  have  paid 
the  debt  we  all  owe  to  God  and  Nature.' 
*  HeavenV  w  ill   be  done,  IMadam  !'  he'  pi- 
ously ejacuuited.      '  You  are  prepared   to 
undertake  ?/o///*^,    /  have'' only   made  the 
iirst    advance   to  obtaining   a  favourable 
p-issport  fjr  mine.      But  should  it  be  Hea- 
ven's decree  to  call  your  pure  spirit  from 
hence  ere  any  absolute  confirmation   cati 
be  obtained  on  the  sulgect  so  much  desired 
by   all,   give  this  packet   into    the  luuuls 
of  your  son,  a«  I  now  deliver  it  into  yours,' 
which  lie  did  as  he  said  the   words,    'and 
remember  your  promise,   which  he  must 
as  rigidly  adhere  to,    that  should  no  such 
intelliuence  be  received,  nor  anv  accounts 
of  fiie  within  the  term  of  stve/i  years  from 
the  present  day,  then — and,  not  till  then, 
is  this  packet  to  be  wiscakd;  for  should 
any    event    decree    that    your  husbands 
death    not    being    fully    established,     he 
should  yet  be  forthcoming,  into  his  hands 
would  1  have  it  delivered,  and  he  be  the 
first    to    trace    its    contents.      Yet,    lest 

your 
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your  anxiety  to  learn  his  fate  should  be 
augmented  by  the  possibility  of  discover- 
ing it  elucidated  in  tho^e  papers,  I  de- 
clare most  solemnly,  by  my  hopes  of  the 
eternal  mercy  and  forgiveness,  th^y  con- 
vey no  certain  conclusion  respecting  it. 
At  the  end  of  the  specified  period,  should 
the  same  silence  prevail  as  hitherto,  let 
your  son,  as  his  father's  heir,  make  use  of 
the  packet  to  establish  his  own  claims.' 
Such,'  Ment  on  the  good  clergyman, 
addressing  himself  to  me,  Mvere  the  ma- 
terial  points  of  the  old  gentleman's  inter- 
view with  your  lady,  v/ho,  ere  he  de- 
parted, received  of  her  the  promise  he 
desired,  and  with  it  her  forgiveness  and. 
dying  blessing.  She  instantly  requested 
of  me  to  write  off  for  her  son,  who,  from 
a  motive  of  tenderness,  as  also  not  to  de- 
tach him  from  his  studies,  she  had  for- 
borne to  make  acquainted  uith  her  danger, 
but  now  that  she  felt  her  last  moments 
approaching,  she  desired  1  would  hasten 
his  arrival,  without  violently  alarming 
VOL.  HI.  c  him, 
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h'uD.  Her  order  I  immediately  obe3'cd, 
in  as  delicate  a  manner  as  the  momentous 
nature  of  my  subject  admitted,  for  1  knew 
how  ardently  lie  was  attached  to  his  mo» 
ther,  and  how  severely  his  mind  must 
feel  the  melancholy  intelligence.  What 
his  sensations  were  on  receiving  my  letter, 
which  I  forwarded  by  express,  can  readily 
be  conceived,  and  ere  I  could  suppose 
-him  more  than  begun  his  journey,  he  had 
accomplished  it.  He  arrived  while  she 
^vas  sensible  to  the  blessing  of  his  pre- 
sence, and  his  tender  filial  attentions, 
which,  if  they  could  not  prolong  life,  at 
least  soothed  and  tranquillized  the  last 
moments  of  it.  I  had^  not  seen  him  for 
nearly  two  years  before,  as  I  was  obliged 
to  make  periodical  visits  to  a  small  curacy 
1  had  at  a  little  distance^ *and  it  so  hap- 
pened that  he  twice  or  thrice  visited  his 
mother  during  those  periods ;  but  never 
did  I  behold  a  more  elegant  young  man 
than  he  presented  himself  before  me.  He 
»^as  the  scholar— the  gentleman — the  man 

af 
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of  sense,  possessing  at  the  same  time  such 
energy  of  character,  and  such  strength  of 
mind,  vet  withal  so  modest,  diffident  and 
respectful,  that  he  stole  into  the  heart  of 
every  person  who  had  the  happiness  of  his 
acquaintance,  and  will  ever  be  remembered 
there  with  the  warmest  affection,*' 

**  But  your  story,  Sir,"  cried  Sylvester, 
impatiently. 

The  stranger  started.  He  looked  as 
though  he  was  hurt  by  the  hasty  obser- 
vation, and  answered  pointedly,  **  I  see, 
Sir,  in  the  eulogium  bestowed  by  another 
person  on  a  son  whom  it  was  never  my 
happiness  to  behold  since  he  merited  those 
praises^  I  forgot  that  1  was  digressing 
from  my  more  immediate  subject," 

Ellen,  for  the  first  time  of  her  life,  per- 
haps,  felt  dissatisfied  with  Sylvester;  nor 
ilid  the  good  Baronet  look  over-pkased ; 
he  probably  thought  the  ill-timed  remark 
evinced  more  eagerness  than  natural  po- 
liteness; while  Sylvester,  as  if  conscious 
of  the  general  disapprobation,  blushed 
c  2  and 
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and  looked  confused,  yet  inade  no  at- 
tempt to  apologize  for  the  sudden  impulse 
of  bis  words. 

The  stranger  again  resumed  his  subject. 
*In  a  few  days  from  the  period  of  your 
son's  arrival,'  proceeded  the  respectable 
friend  of  my  Rebecca,  '  the  pure  spirit  of 
your  angehc  wife  winged  its  flight  to  the 
mansions  of  the  blessed,  after  having,  in 
my  presence,  given  into  his  hands  the  im- 
portant packet,  and  received  his  promise 
of  adhering  strictly  to  the  injunctions  al- 
ready mentioned.  I  ^hall  say  nothing  of 
his  affliction  at  the  loss  of  so  revered  a 
j^arent ;  the  young  man  felt  it  at  his  heMt, 
but  did  not  irreverently  murmur  at  Jie^- 
ven's  awful  fiat.  Immediately  after  ar- 
ranging matters  here,  he  quitted  the 
place,  and  returned  to  Oxford  to  finish 
the  few  months  that  yet  remained  to 
complete  his  studies.  He  came  twice  to 
visit  me  after  that  period,  and  the  last 
time  gave  meto  understand,  that  through 
the  interest  of  his  preceptor  at  college,  he 

looked 
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looked  forward  to  the  tutorship  of  a  young" 
nobleman  going   abroad  on  his  travels  ;: 
and  this  information  he  shortly  afterwards* 
confirmed  by  letter  to  me,    in   wliich  he- 
announced  his  being"  appointed,   and  that 
he  was  going  immediately  on  the  conti- 
nent with  his  pupil.     From  Paris  he  wrote 
to    me,     and    expressed'   himself   much-' 
pleased   with   his   situatioui     Two   more- 
letters  arrived  from  him  from  the  same 
place,   when  unfortunately  I  was  dange- 
rously ill  of  a  violent  fever,  and  for  many 
week-s  unable  to  read,  still  less  to  answer 
them.     The  last  of  these  expressed  his  sur- 
prise at  not  having  had  any  answer  \o  the 
former,  and  mentioned  they  were  going  to 
Florence,  where  I  would  address;  but  that 
their  stay  there  would  be  short,  nor  coukL 
he  inform  me  the  direelion  of  their  route 
on  leaving  it.     When  able  to  hold  my 
pen,'   added  the  worthy  ecclesiastic,    *I 
wrote  to  my  young  friend  as  by  the  last 
address,  though  I  confess  with  little  hopes- 
af  my  letter  overtaking  him  there.     Tha 
c  3  event 
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event  proved  my  apprehensions  but  too 
true;  for  to  what  can  I  attribute  his  con- 
tinued silelice,  but  that  he  conceived 
mine  to  arise  from  neglect  or  indifference, 
and  was  too  proud  to  importune  me  fur- 
ther? Such,  at  least,  I  conceive  to  have 
been  the  cause,  and  I  equally  regret  the 
deprivation  of  his  correspondence,  as  that 
he  should  think  me  cold  in  my  friendship, 
or  indifferent  to  his  welfare.  I  have  not 
been  able  to  learn  any  accounts  respecting 
him,  but  as  I  am  little  in  the  M^orld,  my 
opportunity  of  doing  so  is  very  limited 
indeed;  and,'  added  he,  smiling,  *  should 
he  have  already  opened  the  mysterious 
packet  (as  the  time  for  doing  so  is  elapsed)  n 
and  its  developement  places  him  in  the 
higher  ranges  of  life,  1  should  still  find 
any  attempt  at  it  more  difficult.  Yet/ 
continued  the  divine,  *  I  have  oftoi 
thought  that  an  application  to  his  Oxford 
preceptor  might  be  attended  with  suc- 
cess; but  though  I  know  he  belonged  tq 
Christ-church,   I  confess  that   his  name 

has 


THE  OLD  IRISH  BARONET.  Si 

has  entirely  escaped  my  memory ;  yet  a. 
personal  enquiry  may  prove  satisfactory,, 
and  it  would  be  my  advice  to  you,  Sir, 
that  you  lose  no  time  in  making,  it.' 

*  *  Such, "  proceeded  the  stranger,  *  *  vvaS' 
tiie  infonnation  I  received  of  the  good* 
clergyman,   and  conceiving  his  advice  tp 
be  the  best  plan  I  could  pursue,  hastened 
to  adopt  it,  after  promising  to  return  hiiu* 
the  most  speedy  intelligence  of  my  success. 
I  took  my  leave  of  this  esteemed  friend- 
of  my  departed  wife,  and  called  in  my 
way  to  thank  the  good  hostess  fbr  having 
so  fortunately  directed   my  steps.     Fron^* 
thence    I   retraced  the  road  to    London, 
and  the  following  morning  repaired  to  the 
war-office,  for  the  purpose  of  making  my- 
self known  Uie  re.     My  story  was  listened 
to  very  attentively,   but  my  person-  was 
not  recognized  ;  and  I  was  told  it  would 
be  necessary  I  should  produce  some  more 
satisfactory  testimony  of  my  identity,  in 
order  to  re-establish  my  claims  there ;  not, 
they  said,  that  ir  their  own  opinion  they 
C-4  entertained 


32  THE  OLD  IRISH  BARONET. 

entertained  any  doubts  of  my  veracity, 
but  as  being  a  matter  of  public  concern, 
my  depositions  should  be  attested  by  some 
indisputable  evidence.  Whatever  docu- 
ments I  could  produce  to  certify  my  iden- 
tity, I  had  not  the  power  of  immediately 
bringing  forward;  the  clergyman  could 
not  prove  my  person,  and  my  old  friend 
the  mayor  was,  at  this  distance  of  time, 
too  uncertain  an  application,  without  some 
particular  previous  enquiry  after  him.  I 
had,  therefore,  only  the  passport  of  my 
freedom  from  the  Inquisition,  to  produce 
in  evidence  of  my  words;  and  this,  though 
not  sufficiently  strong  to  corroborate 
them,  was  allowed  to  be  a  very  powerful 
testimony  in  their  favour.  I  was  re- 
quested to  leave  it  there,  and  call  again 
in  the  course  of  a  month  or  two.  AH 
particulars  relating  to  my  family  con- 
cerns, either  before  or  after  my  disappear- 
ance and  supposed  death,  I  forbore  to  " 
mention,  as  they  would  not  establish  my 
demands  here ;  and  should  I  ever  be  fortu- 
nate 
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nate  enough  to  elucidate  the  Tnysteries> 
which  yet  clouded  me,  I  could  have  na 
doubt  but  the  rest  would  be  fully  proved.' 
My  next  direction  was  to  Oxford,  fop 
M^hich  place  I  set  out  in  the  first  stagQ 
going  there,  and  without  any  difficulty^ 
but  merely  mentioning  my  son's  name  at 
the  college,  was  shewn  to  the  gentleman 
Invanted.  Like  my  good  friend  the  di^ 
vine,  on  hearing  oiy  story,  and  learning 
who  I  was,  he  reviewed  me  with  asto-* 
nishment,  and  as  one  risen  from  the  dead* 
He  told  iviethat  the  voimo:  nobleman  with 
whom  my  son  had  left  England,  was  pre- 
maturely snatched  from  the  world,  in  the 
bloom  of  life  and  promise,  by  a  violent 
fever  that  attacked  him  shortly  after  their 
arrival  in  Paris;  that  from  this  period  he 
knew  nothing  of  my  son,  excepting  that 
the  family  of  the  young  nobleman,  in  con*^^ 
sideration  of  the  attention  paid  him  by  his 
tutor,  both  before  and  during  his  illness, 
had  written  to  thank  and  delicately  offer 
him  some  pecuniary  acknowledgment ;. 
c  5  to 
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to  which  FiO  answer  being  returned,  it 
was  imagined  he  had  quitted  France,  it 
being  about- the  period  of  its  convulsions, 
and  had  proceeded  further  on  the  conti-. 
33ent.  'Here,  therefore,"  continued  the 
narrator,  *'  my  ciuie  of  direction  broke 
off;  and  if  any  thing  could  tranquillize  the 
disappointed  feelings  of  an  anxious  father's 
heart,  it  arose  from  tlie  satisfaction  of 
hearing  his  son's  merits  every  where  ex- 
tolled, and  his  hopes  of  that  son  being 
one  day  restored  to  him.  From  Eng- 
land," proceeded  the  veteran,  *'I  went 
into  France,  Germany,  Switzerland,  and 
Italy,  without  being  able  to  trace  the 
most  remote  intelligence  of  him  ;  and 
having  already  past  some  months  in  this 
country,  I  purpose  retracing  the  same 
steps  back  to  England,  when,  if  I  am  still 
unsuccessful,  I  shall  again  make  trial  at 
the  war-office;  and  though  they  may  not 
admit  my  claims,  they  may  perhaps  ac- 
cept of  a  veteran's  services,  and  permit 
him  to  become  once  more  a  candidate  for 

the 


THE  OLD   IRISH  BARONET.  35 

the  laurel.  I  have  nothing  else  to  do," 
added  he,  smiling,  **  and  I'll  serve  to 
atop  a  musket  ball  as  well  as  a  better  man." 

The  stranger  vvas  silent.     Ellen  wiped 
a  tear  from  her  glistening  eyes,  and  the 
Baronet  leaned  on  the  table,  deeply  lost . 
in  thought. 

We  should  suppose  tlie  interesting  nar* 
rator  occupied  a  large  portion  of  Sir  Tho- 
mas's reflections,   and  also,    that  to  deli- - 
cately  avert  the  necessity  of  an  application  . 
in  his  senior  years  to  an  uncertain  clian- 
nel  for.  a  trilling  independence,   was  not , 
at  the  same  time  very  remote  from  them. 
Sylvester  raised  his  head  from   the  hand- 
kerchief which   ccmcealed    his   face,.     It  j 
was   deeply    flushed   by    the   uncommon 
agitation   that  visibly  pervaded  his  whole 
frame,  and  in  a  voice  equally  tremulous, 
he  said,.  *'  So  extraordinary  a  coincidence 
of  events,.  Sir,  can  surely  but  attach  to 
particular  objects ;  yet  think  me  not  im- 
pertinent,  if  Task  you  to  communicate 
C.6  wha. 
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what  you  have  throughout  your  narra- 
tive studiously  appeared  to  conceal — the 
place  of  4 he  clergyman's  abode — his 
name,  with  that  of  the  Oxford  master, 
and  your  own.  Believe  me,  Sir,  it  is 
from  no  common  mot " 


His  extreme  agitation  rendered  his 
words  inarticulate,  and  he  could  proceed 
no  further. 

The  veteran  regarded  him   with  fixed 
■attention.     He  in  turn  appeared  to  par- 
take of  Sylvester's  emotions.     He  laid  his 
hand  on  his  arm. 

**  You  are  agitated,  Sir,"  said  he,  **  and 
yoa  have  communicated  to  me  your 
tremors.     Great  God,  support  me!     If — 

if " 

**  My  dear  Sir,"  exclaimed  the  Baro- 
net, rising  from  his  chair,  **  my  dear 
Sylvester,  compose  yourselves,  for  mercy's 
sake.  Yet  surely,  surely,"  added  he, 
holding  a  hand  of  each,    **  these  mutual 

sensations »" 

**  Reply 
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''  Reply  to  my  demand,"  faintly  arti- 
culated   Sylvester.      **  Relieve   my   mind 

one  way  or " 

*'  The  clergyman's  name,"  said  the 
stranger,  ''was  Godwin;  he  resided  at 
Woodford,  Essex ;  the  Oxonian's,  Eve- 
rard  ;  and  mine — mine,  at  least  the  one  I 
have  been  known  by,  is  the  same  2/011  bear 
—Sylvester.'' 

Svlvester  sank  at  the  stram^er's  feet. 
His  hands  clasped  his  knees — his  head 
rested  on  them  ;  but  not  a  sound  escaped 
his  lips.  Ellen  faintly  shrieked  ;  and  the 
Baronet  supported  the  veteran's  nearly 
insensible  form  on  his  bosom. 

An  impressive  silence  of  some  mi- 
nutes took  place,  which  Sir  Thomas  was 
the  first  to  break. 

•  '*  I  thought  so,"  he  cried.  **Father 
and  son!  O  righteous  Providence,  thou 
directest  all  things  to  thine  own  wise  pur- 
poses !" 

*'  Yes,"  said  Sylvester,  raising  his  head, 

*'my 
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'^  my    fatlier — my    respected,     long-lost' 
father — it  is  he  indeed  !" 

*'  My  son — my  Ferdinand!'^  exclaimed: 
the  enraptured  parent,   as  he  threw  him- 
self  into  that  inestimable  son's  extended i. 
arms. 

*■  Ah!"  cried  Ferdinand,    *'  the  impres-- 
sion  made  bv  a  father  on  mv   youthfal^ 
mind,   could  not  be  obliterated   by  lapse 
of  years,    or  change  of  person.      Your 
features  \Ntxt  engraven  on  my^  memory, 
though  recollection  could  not  trace  bade . 
the  dear  parent  lost  in  my  boyish   days. 
O,   my  beatified   mother!"  he   entluisias- 
tically  apostrophized,    *^  could  you  behold 
the   son  you  loved  encircled  once  more 
in  the  embraces  of  the  husband  you  died 
for,  your  pure  spirit  would,  from  its  hea- 
tenly  abode,  rejoice  in  his  unhoped  folr . 
h-appiness." 

**  And  oh  !  my  beloved  son, "  exclaimed 
the  fatlier,    *'  son  of  my  Rebecca,,  more 
welcome  to  my  heart  than  worldly  ag- 
grandizement. 
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grandizemeut,  rich  in  native  worth  and 
excellence,  be  all  my  past  sorrows  oblite- 
rated in  your  arms,"  and  he  again  flung, 
hiniseli'  into  theni. 

'*  Yes,"  exclaimed  the  no  less  delighted 
Baronet,  **  rich  in  native  excellence  is^ 
your  son  restored  to  you ;  nor  though 
your  yet  undiscovered  claims  should  en- 
circle your  brow  with  an  imperial  crown, 
would  that  son's  virtues  reflect  ought  but 
lustre  on  it. 

**  Yes,  Ferdinand  Sylvester,"  added  Sir 
Thomas,  with  enthusiastic  expression, 
''  this  justice  is  barely  your  due.  What- 
ever exaltation  of  rank  you, may  be  enti-- 
tied  to,  that  will  derive  honour  from  you,. 
ifou  can  receive  none  from  it." 

Ferdinand  pressed  the  Baronet's  hand: 
to   his  lips.     **  My  inestimable  benefac- 
tor,*' said  he,    '^  praise  from  ;i/ou  is  grate- 
ful to  my  heart." 

*^And  will  you  not  permit  me,"  said 

Ellen,  with  blus-hing  modesty,    *'  to  share 

in  th'vi  moment  of  exultation  ?  for  indeed 

3  I  feel 
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I  feel  the  happiness  of  father  and  son  as 
though  it  were  my  own." 

'^  Amia4)le  girl  !"  cried  the  former,  ten- 
derly kissing  her  hand,  "  I  am  already 
versed  in  your  character,  and  know  how 
to  appreciate  its  worth."  And  suddenly 
assuming  his  vivacious  manners,  '*I  hope," 
Ferdinand,"  added  lie  to  his  son,  '*  you 
may  be  found  entitled  to  a  Dukedom  in 
reversion." 

'*  I  hope,  Ferdinand,"  interrupted  the 
"Baronet,  **  th-at  you  have  the  packet 
carefully  preserved.  Pray  have  yoa 
opened  it  yet  ?" 

•  **  It  is  in  my  possession.  Sir  Thomas," 
he  answered,  '*  nor  have  I  broke  its  seaL 
For  by  some,  unaccountable  presentiment^ 
every  time  I  thought  of  doing  so,  since 
the  period  for  its  investigation-  elapsed,  I 
hesitated  in  the  attempt,  as  if  my  hcar^ 
whispered  the  right  owner  would  yet  ap-? 
pear  to  claim  it.  He  has  appeared,  thank 
Pleaven,  and  into  his  hands  I  shall  new 
xleliver  as  /  received  it."  / 

''  Not 
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**  Not  to-night,'*  cried  the  Baronet, 
^^  not  to-night,  my  dear  Ferdinand.  If 
there  is  any  more  pleasing  inteUigence, 
iet  us  reserve  it  awhile ;  at  present  our 
senses  are  too  much  elated  by  one  joyous 
event,  to  admit  of  tlieir  rationally  receiv- 
ing any  other, '^ 


CHAE 
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rx. 


CHAP.  11. 


^^Durate,  et  voi  met  rebus  cervate  lecundis." 

VxROlt,. 

*'How  little  should  the  world  repine  at 
casual  misfortunes,  my  dear  papa,"  said 
Ellen  to  her  father,  while  they  waited 
breakfast  for  the  rest  of  the  party,  **  when, 
even  the  bitterest  and  most  poignant  cala- 
mities may  in  a  moment  be  exchanged  to 
their  opposites  !  witness  the  observatioa 
strongly  exemplified  In  the  late  astonish- 
ing detail  of  our  new  friend,  and  its  sub- 
sequent happy  consequences.  On  my 
own  part,  I  confess  the  whole  appears  to 
me  as  something  analagous  to  the  fairy 
tales,  with  which  my  good  old  Connolly 

used. 
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used  to  amuse   my  childish  fancy ;  and 
should  the  sequel  be  found  such  as  maif^ 
be  expected,   I  shall  scarcely  think  our 
ridicule  of  his  marvellous  tor  be  justifiable 
or  consistent." 

*' That  is,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  ^'should 
the  denouement  be  wound  up  with  bril- 
'  liancy,  and  the  injured  hero  turn  out  ta 
be  a  prince  in  disguise  we'll  suppose,  Ellen, 
by  ,way  of  giving  more  tclat  to  the 
piece." 

''  Nay,  now  you  are  jesting,  my  dear 
Sir,"  answered  Ellen. 

*'  Why  to  speak  the  truth,"  replied  he, 
*'  I  am  rather  inclined  to  be  merry  than 
sad  this  morning,  elated,  I  presume, 
with  the  happiness  of  our  friends;  and  if 
any  dependence  is  to  be  placed  on  the 
expression  of  a  face,  yours^  my  dear 
Ellen,  indicates  no  less  pleasure  at  the 
probability  of  our  favourite  Sylvester  be- 
coming one  of  fortune's  adopted  chil- 
dren/' 

*'  Mr.  Sylvester's  success  must  afford 

pleasure 
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pleasure  to  his  friends,'*  said  Ellen,  witH  a^ 
blush,  **  and  I  am  sure  he  has  not  a  morr 
sincere  onje  than  my  dear  father/' 

** Ellen,"  said  the  Baronet,  **  will  you 
reply  with  candour  to  a  questipn  I  would 
ask  of  you  ?" 

'*  Have  you  ever  known  me  to  deviate 
from  truth,  my  dear  Sir,  that  you  should 
think  the  precaution  necessary  ?"  was 
Ellen's  interrogatory  reply,  as  she  raised 
her  eyes  to  Sir  Thomas,  with  something  of 
reproach  expressed  in  their  glance, 

**  Forgive  me,  my  love,"  said  he,  press- 
ing her  hand  with  aifection;  **  I  would 
not  injure  your  feelings  by  the  Implica- 
tion, only  that  I  know  young  ladies  are 
not  in  general  very  communicative  to  old 
fathers  on  certain  subjects.  But  wave  the 
consanguinity  between  us  in  your  reply, 
and  think  of  me  as  you  would  of  a  female 
confidante ;  shut  your  eyes,  and  i77iagi?z& 
it  is  to  Emily  Millbank  you  speak." 

**  I  never  had  a  confidante,"  answered- 
Ellen,   **  not  even  Emily  Millbank,  who 
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is  my  most  esteemed  and  beloved  female 
friend." 

*' Thea  I  am  Inclined  to  believe,'* 
rejoined  the  Baronet,  with  a  smile,  **that 
Emily  has  been  more  communicative  to 
you  than  your  reserve  to  her  merited,  and 
that  she  has  entrusted  a  secret,  without 
having  one  from  you  in  return." 

* '  Indeed  I  exonerate  her  of  the  charge," 
cried  Ellen,  earnestly.  *^She  never  im- 
parted to  me  ani/  cuxumstance  that  could 
come  under  the  denomination  of  confi- 
dential secresy." 

*' Did  she  never  particularly  mention 
Lord  Sheffield  to  you,  Ellen?"  asked  Sir 
Thomas. 

**  Certainly  she  did  mention  him, 
though  not  particularly,''  replied  Ellen, 
*^  but  merely  as  a  matter  of  course,  in  the 
letter  he  presented  to  me  from  her  at  his 
Lordship's  first  introduction  to  us." 

**Then  she's  a  sly  girl,"  said  the -J3a- 
Fonet,    shaking   his   head   and  laughing. 
'*  And  out  of  pure  revenge  for'her  close- 
ness, 
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ness,  ril  let  you  into  the  secret.  She  is 
to  be  Lady  Sheffield  in  due  time  ;  so  that 
should  she  be  inarried  before  you,  Ellen, 
which  is  I  think  doubtful,  you'll  stand  a 
chance  of  being  chaperoned  into  the  great 
world  by  a  Viscountess,  and,  all  things 
considered  in  the  fashionable  hemisphere, 
one  who  I  believe  might  be  safely  entrusted 
with  the  guidance  of  a  novice." 

**I  suspected  as  much,"  replied  ElWn, 
without  remarking  the  inuendo  of  her 
father,  **  and  am  of  opinion  that  the  gen- 
tleman is  equally  deserving  of  her  appro- 
bation." 

*'  approbation  r  repeated  Sir  Thomas, 
archly.  **  How  nicely  these  young  ladies 
discriminate,'*  he  thought;  or  at  least  we 
imagine  he  thought  so,  because  he  looked 
as  if  he  did.  *'But,"  resumed  he,  aloud, 
**  we  have  strayed  from  our  immediate 
subject.  Do  you  recollect,  my  dear  Ellen, 
a  particular  conversation  we  once  had 
together  at  Princely  Hall  respecting  Mr. 
Sylvester?^ 

**lliave 
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*'  I  have  not  forgot  it,  my  dear  father," 
she  replied  with  strong  emphasis. 

**  It  is  more  than  two  years  back,"  re- 
sumed Sir  Thomas;  *'  and  now  tell  me, 
Ellen,  my  love,  what  are  your  present  sen- 
timents of  the  same  person  ?'* 

The  question  was  so'  unexpected,  that 
it  called  up  the  hasty  flush  of  surprise 
and  confusion  to  her  face ;  she  bent  her 
eyes  on  the  floor,  but  did  not  speak. 

'*  Come,  Ellen,"  proceeded  the  Baro- 
net,  *'  answer  my  question,  if  it  be  agree' 
able  to  you  so  to  do ;  only  give  it  can- 
didly, or  not  at  all." 

*'  If  you  command  me/'  she  timidly 
s?id. 

**Then  I  do  not  command  you,  my 
dearest  Ellen,"  cried  he,  with  quickness. 
**  I  said  nothing  of  command,  I  assume 
no  parental  authority  in  my  demand.  I 
only  request*  Giv€  your  answer  as  to  a 
friend — a  friend  to  whom  your  happiness 
is  as  dear,  if  not  dearer,  than  his  life,  a>nd 
think  not  it  ia  the  stern  voice  of  a  father 

who 
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M'ho  would    un^'cnerouslv   brin^'  vou  to 
task/' 

*'  You  will  be  angry/'  said  the  poor 
blushing  faltering  Ellen. 

**  It  is  not  the  place  of  a  friend  to  re- 
prove with  harshness,"  answered  the  Ba- 
ronet ;  **  though  they  may  admonish  with 
frankness,  they  should  caution  with  deli- 
cacy, and  advise  with  tenderness  ;  or  if 
it  were  prudent  to  encourage  hope,  to 
be  careful  it  should  not  surpass  probable 
expectation.  Such  are  the  prerogatives 
of  friendship.  Consider  me  your  friend, 
my  Ellen,  and  by  your  own  statement 
shall  I  regulate  my  counsels." 

''Then,"  replied  Ellen,  assuming  more 
courage,  *'  let  the  dearest  of  friends  unite 
with  the  revered  name  of  father,  and  be 
both  in  one,  while  I  candidly  avow  my 
sentiments  for  Mr,  Sylvester  to  be  such  as 
they  ever  were,  only  strengthened,  per- 
haps, by  closer  iatimacy,  or  become* n?ore 
permanent  by  maturer  understanding. — 
That  he  is  superior  in  his  to  any  man  I 

have 


THE  OLD  IRISH  BARONET,  49 

have  yet  seen,  is  a  truth,  my  dear  father, 
you  yourself  must  acknowledge  ;  and  if  I 
have  not  been  able  to  conform  to  your 
desire  of  expelling  a  too  aifectionate  im- 
'pression,  attribute  it  not  to  any  disobedi- 
ence of  my  duty,  but  rather  to   that  in- 
comprehensible system  by   v/hich   natui^ 
so  nicely  forms  the  temperament  of  her 
creatures.     Mine,  perhaps  fatally  for  my- 
self, is  of  a  stability  not  easily  to^be  over- 
thrown ia  its  decision  ;  where  the  judg- 
ment and  the  heart  alike  approves,  it  is  a 
difficult  task  to  eradicate  a  long-established 
, opinion;     and    where    that    opinion    has 
every  hour  the  opportunity  of  becoming 
more JiJ^ed,  is  it  to  be  wondered  at,  if  in 
the  end,   it  should  form  a  decided  part  of 
our  character  ?     Yet,  my  best  and  kindest 
of  fathers,   though  I   avow  the  influence 
Mr.  Sylvester  has  over  my  mind,    or  if 
you  will,  over  my  aftections,  I  have  never 
once  suffered  my  thoughts  to  be    misled 
by  chimerical  hopes.     You  said  that  Mr. 
Sylvester  and  Ellen    O'Callaghan   could 
VOL.  111.  D  never 
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never  be  closer  united  than  by  the  bonds 
of  friendship.  I  have  not  lost  sight  of 
the  precautionary  admonition ;  and  though 
I  even  had  been  forgetful  of  your  words, 
it  is  long  since  that  I  have  other  causes  to 
certif}'  their  truth.  Mr.  Sylvester  and 
Ellen  O'Callaghan  can  never  be  but  as 
friends.'* 

**  Is  it  fair  to  ask  my  Ellen  what  those 
other  causes  may  be  ?"  said  the  Baronet, 
not  making  any  observations  on  the  more 
immediate  subject  of  her  speech. 

*'  It  is,"  she  replied,  *'  and  as  fair  for 
me  to  answer  the  question  without  reserve, 
^For  I  am  under  no  restrictions.  Mr.  Syl- 
vester Jias  been  long  attached  to  some 
lady  of  superior  rank  and  fortune." 

**  Indeed  !"  exclaimed  Sir  Thomas, 
with  evident  marks  of  surprise;  *' and 
how  came  you  to  be  inf64med  of  it, 
Ellen?" 

*'He  told  me  so  himself,"  said  she. 

<«  Very  extraordinary,"  resumed  tlie 
Baronet,    **  that  he  should  tell  you  so." 

**The 
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''  The  chances  of  a  morning's  conver- 
sation let  me  into  the  secret,  without  any 
premeditated  design  on  his  part,"  replied 
Ellen,  who  immediately  proceeded  to  a 
more^  explicit  information,  and  repeated 
to  her  father  the  half- confession  that  Syl- 
vester had  made  at  Princely  Hall;  adding-, 
''.I  onco  thought  the  beautiful  incognita 
to  be  the  Lady  Antoniette  di  Giornata, 
but  I  was  mistaken  in  my  conjecture  ;  and 
tliough  I  avow  my  curiosity  leads  to  a 
wish  of  knowing  who  she  may  be,  it  is  an 
enquiry  I  should  never  presume  to  make 
of  him." 

Sir  Thomas  reclined  thoughtfully  in  hi^ 
chair  for  some  minutes,  as  Ellen  traced 
on  his  mild  and  intelligent  countenance 
no  sentiment  save  that  of  liis  usual  affec- 
tion, with  apparently  some  agreeable  re- 
flection that  mixed  in  his  reverie. 

*'  Tiiank  God,"  mentally  ejaculated  the 
s-'/ect  ap{;rehensive  girl,  *'  my  beloved 
father  expresses  no  symptoms  of  displea- 
sure at  his  Ellen's  avowed  weakness— a 
D  2  weakness 
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weakness  indeed,"  added  she,  '^  since  I 
am  fully  aware  it  can  only  tend  to  em- 
bitter my -own  repose;  but  it  is  entwined 
"vvith  my  destiny,  and  I  can  no  more  at- 
tempt to  controul  the  one  than  avert  th€ 
other." 

**  Ellen,"  said  the  Baronet,  resuming 
his  former  speaking  position,  ^^  you  have 
made  your  confession,  and  now  attend  to 
mine.  When  I  told  you,  my  love,  that 
in  conformity  to  tl^c  world's  opinion,  the 
daughter  of  the  fiist  Baronet  in  Ireland 
could  never  become  tlie  wife  of  an  un- 
known, unconnected  young  man,  1  did 
not  attempt  either  to  degrade  Mr.  Sylves- 
ter by  th€  observation,  or  derogate  from 
his  merits  in  the  prohibition.  On  the 
contrary,  I  said,  had  the  chances  of  birth 
placed  him  on  an  equality  with  you,  it 
was  not  his  want  of  fortune  that  should 
obstruct  your  happiness.  Mark  me, 
Ellen,  the  only  impediment  that  opposed 
itself  is  removed.  Sylvester  is  the  son  of 
respectable  parents,  his  father's   military 

rank. 
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rank,  were  there  no  other  causes,  place 
hini  on  the  footing  of  a  gentleman,  and 
tliat  my  young  iiiend  is  by  nature  and 
education  exclusively  so,  no  person  can 
deny;  and  though  he  were  proved  the 
rightful  inheritor  of  the  most  exalted  title, 
he  could  receive  no  superior  appellation. 
Yet  it  may  be  found  that  he  is  equally  in 
right  of  one  as  the  otlier.  ^  Sorry,  there- 
fore, shoiild  I  be,  did  the  impending  deve- 
lopement  produce  the  probable  event, 
that  Sylvester  was  led  to  imagine  he 
owned  m^  favour  to  his  elevation,  or  per* 
haps  that  i/our's  was  obtained  through  the 
same  ambitious  motives.  Jlfi/  sentiments 
have  long  since  b^en  changed.  Yes, 
Ellen,  k/s  inestimable  virtues,  and  your 
m^/zc/^/e  attachment,  which  I  have  sedu- 
loubly  marked  from  its  dawn  to  the  pre- 
sent moment,  had  removed  my  objection 
of  birth,  before  there  was  any  probability 
of  my  tracing  his  origin  except  from  him- 
self; and  anxious  to  promote  ?/o^r  happi- 
ness, my  love,  1  saw  the  only  prospect 
D  3  for 
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for  ensuring  it  was,  to  throw  off  the 
trammels  of  prejudice,  and  be  guided  by 
my  own  feelings,  together  with  existing 
circumstanees.'' 

"  O!  my  dear  father/'  cried  Ellen,  kiss- 
ing his  hand,  '*  how  good  are  you  to  your 
daughter!  For  tliis  generous  avowal,  ac- 
cept my  grateful  thanks,  as  fervently 
given  as  though  your  kind  intentions 
could  be  realized.  Be  it  my  task  hence- 
forth to  more  fully  evince  my  gratitude, 
by  the  exertions  of  my  reason,  and  my 
fortitude  to  subdue  an  unfortunate  pre- 
possession  ;  and  though  I  should  not  be 
wholly  successful,  I  shall  at  least  enjoy  a 
self-satisfaction  in  my  endeavours  to  do 
^v'hat  is  right,  and  to  your  wishes,  uiy 
dear  fatlser,  be  ever  ainetiable/' 

The  Baronet  smiled.  '^  1  shall  advance 
none,  my  Ellen,  in  whicli  your  own 
heart  does  not  fully  acquiesce,  for  a  heart 
such  as  yours,  my  love,  and  an  attach- 
iVierit  so  rooted,  are  not  subjects  to  be  un- 
generously tam.pered  with."     He  laid  hh 

hand 
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Imnd  on  hcr's.  '^  They  deserve  to  be 
rewarded.  7yiei/  ztill  be  so,  Ellen,  the 
dreaded  rival  exists  l>ut  in  your  own  ima- 
gination— Vou  arc  the  object  of  Sylves- 
ter's affections. " 

•'  j\Iy  father!"  uttered  tlie  pale  trem- 
bling girl.  *'  O  !  do  not  sport  with  my 
feelings." 

"  Not  for  worlds,  my  best  loved  Ellen, 
would  I  be  so  cruel.  I  repeat  it;  Sylves- 
ter loves  you,  and  ere  this  momentous 
packet  is  unsealed,  be  must  be  assured 
that  to  his  own  merits  alone  do  I  resign 
the  dearest  treasure  of  my  soul—my 
Ellen." 

*'  O  say  nothing  to  Mr.  Sylvester,"  she 
exclaimed.  *'  Should  your  conjectures 
originate  but  through  your  partiality  to 
me,  my  loved  father,  how  mortifying — 
how  degrading  would  be  the  result  1  You 
must  not — indeed  you  must  not/'  and 
she  burst  into  tears. 

*'  My  Ellen,"  replied  Sir  Thomas,  ''  I 
p  4  would 
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would  not  v/ound  your  delicacy  by  so  egre- 
;^ious  an  offence  to  it  as  offerbig  your  hand 
for  the  acceptance  of  atnj  man,  be  his 
rank  what  it  might.  But  Sylvester  must 
not  be  led  to  think  me  meanly  biassed  by 
adventitious  circumstances;  and  be  the 
event  what  it  may,  my  proceedings  shall 
neither  tend  to  mortify  my  pride,  nor  in- 
sult j/oe/r  feelings,  both  of  which  I  respect 
alike/* 

Ellen's  pale  cheek  rested  on  the  arm  'of 
this  best  of  parents,  as  the  door  opened 
and  the  subject  of  their  interesting  con- 
versation entered  the  room.  The  blush  of 
consciousness  changed  the  lily  to  the  rose. 
Tears  yet  moistened  her  down-cast  eyes, 
and  in  confusion,  her  first  impulse  was  to 
quit  the  apartment  Sylvester  caught  her 
hand  as  she  retreated. 

**  Miss  O'Callaghan,"  he  exclaimed, 
*' good  God,  what  has  happened?  You 
are  fluttered — agitated." 

**Aye,"  said  the  Baronet,"  with  one  of 

his 
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Lis  arch  smiles,  '*  Ellen  is  not  the  first 
girl  who  has  been  flurried  by  the  mention 
of  a  husband  to  her.'* 

*'  A  husband  !"  echoed  Sylvester,  with 
a  sudden  start  of  astonishment  that  mo- 
mentarily (lushed  his  face,  as  Ellen,  una- 
Ijle  to  pursue  her  intent,  was  obliged,  frora 
her  tremors  to  reseat  herself  in  the  first 
chair  that  presented,  while  her  eyes  turned 
imploringly  towards  her  father,  as  if  she 
dreaded  he  would  be  more  explicit.  The 
liaronet,  however,  had  no  such- idea;  and 
Sylvester,  recovering  from  his  hasty  con- 
fusion, said,  "  I  thought  my  father  had 
been  here  by  this  time, "  though  in  fact  we 
are  inclined  to  believe  he  had:  not  hig 
thoughts  nmch  about  him  just  tlien. 

'•  O  !"  replied  Sir  Thomas,  ^*  we  may 
forgive  him  if  he  oversleeps  himself  this 
morning.  It  is  maiiy  a  long  night  he  did 
not  dream  of  happiness  before,  and  lie 
should  now  be  indulged  in  its  prolonga- 
tion." 
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^^  And  thank  Heaven,"  said  Sylvester, 
**  the  reality  meets  Iiim  when  lie  awakes.'^ 

'' Aye/'- cried  the  Baronet,  "it  is  a 
joyful  circumstance  indeed,  when  our  vi- 
sionary prospects  unexpectedly  expand 
Av'ith  a  hope  oF  being  realized,  and  our 
air-built- castles  meet  a  solid  foundation. 
Those  things  don't  always  ha|>pen,  to  be 
sure,  but  patience  and  perseverance,  they 
say,  will  break  tlirough  stone  walls.  Nov/ 
at  present,  I  should  like  to  break  through 
that  fortification  of  rolls,  for  I  have  a 
strong  fancy  that  1  want  my  breakfast;  so 
"without  waiting  longer  for  iht  dreamer, 
we'll  begin  a  substantial  attack.  Come, 
Ellen,  my  love,  do  the  honours,  of  the 
table." 

Ellen  took  her  place,  but  it  is  impossi- 
ble to  suppose  she  went  through  the  cere- 
mony with  firm  nerves  and  steady  hands, 
for  she  could  command  neither,  no  more 
than  she  could  exert  her  voice,  or  bear 
imblushlngly  the  scrutinizing  glances  of 

Ferdinand, 
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Ferdinand,  or  the  yet  more  meaning"  ones 
of  her  far  her.  The  elder  Sylvester  joined 
them  ere  they  had  fini>hed  their  repast, 
whiph  when  concluded,  Ellen,  rejoiced  to 
be  liberated  from  further  attendance, 
withdrew  with  the  breakfast  equipage, 
satisfied  in  her  mind  that  no  particular 
conversation  would  ensue  between'  the 
Baronet  and  Ferdinand,  while  a  third  pei- 
son  was  piesent. 

While  Ellen  remained  in  the  parlour,. 
the  latter,  who  had  learned  to  read  on  his 
fair  pupil's  face  whenever  any  disagreeable 
occurrence  impressed  her  mind,  traced 
there  some  recent  uneasiness,  and  became 
himself  restless  and  unhappy,  lest  it 
should  be  occasioned  by  any  serious 
cause.  Some  expression  the  Baronet  had 
used,  led  hin^.  to  conjecture  at  a  probahi- 
lity  of  the  truth,  and  so  entirely  ea- 
grossed  his  thoughts,  as  to  render  him* 
inattentive  to  ever}'-  otiier  subject;  nor 
was  it  till  she  liad  retired,  that  he  recol- 
lected having  the  decisive  packet  upon; 
J)  G  hin\y 
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him,  which  he  now  drew  from  his  pocket, 
xnd  inade  a  movement  ot  presenting  ta 
his  father.  - 

**  Not  yet — not  yet,  my  dear  Ferdi- 
nand," cried  Sir  Thomas,  gently  putting 
back  his  extended  hand  ;  **  there  are  many 
matters  to  adjust  before  we  reach  the 
finale,  and  one  is,  a  recital  of  your  own 
adventures  since  you  launched  a  supposed 
orphan  on  the  busy  world.  I  think  the 
comnninication  of  them  very  necessary 
towards  settmf^  us  smoothly  forward." 
'  **  \'es,  my  dear  Ferdinand,''  said  his 
father,  "  and  }ou  may  judge  how  anxi- 
ously I  await  to  hear  their  detail." 

**  With  pleasure,  my  dear  Sir,"  h^  re- 
plied, ''  shall  1  comjDly  with  your's  and 
Sir  Thomas's  wishes;  but  will  it  be  fair," 
he  added,  half  smiling,  *' to  exclude  Miss 
O'C'allaghan  from  their  participation,  even 
though  the  relation  should  be  found  to 
contain  httle,  if  any  thing,  to  interest 
her?" 

^^  I  don't  think  Ellen  is  very  Avell  this 

morning," 
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'niortiing,'^  answered  tlie  Baronet,  *'and 
imagine  she  is  gone  to  lie  down  ;  but  as, 
with  both  your  permission,  we  will  not 
proceed  to  the  ultimatum  without  her 
being  present,  I  shall  venture  to  ensure 
her  perfect  acquiescence  to  whatever 
other  communication  may  occur  in  her 
absence.  Besides,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  Ferdi- 
nand, you  will  have  sufficient  opportuni- 
ties hereafter  of  repeating  to  her  the  same 
story. " 

Ferdinand  did  not,  or  indeed  could  not, 
comj)rehend  the  extent  of  the  Baronet's 
meaning  in  his  latter  words,  if  he  had  any  ; 
yet  however  he  might  have  wished  to  defer 
all  particular  subjects,,  from  not  feeling 
himself  sufficiently  in  spirits  to. enter  into 
them,  he  could  not  refuse  his  compliance 
Avithout  some  ostensible  reason  ;  and  having 
no  second  excuse  at  hand,  since  that  re- 
specting Miss  O'Callaghan  failed,  he 
without  further  hesitation  proceeded  to 
gratify  his  attentive  auditors. 

'*My  adventures,"   began   Ferdinand, 

*^  have 


62  THE  OLDf  IRISH  BxVnONET. 

*'  have  nothing  uncommon  in  tliem,  un- 
less  indeed  in  the  many  instances  of  my 
friend's  singiVlar  V^indnesses  to  a  poor  soli- 
tary being,  and  s\'hich  no  one  individual 
can  more  proudly  boast  of,  or  more  grate- 
fully feel  "  lie  looked  at  the  Baronet, 
but  he  chose  not  to  notice  the  allusion  to 
himself,  and  the  speaker  went  on.  "The 
supposed  loss  of  you,  my  dear  father,  was 
the  tirst  real  sorrow  that  e\er  reached  my 
heart,  for  you  may  remember  how  affec- 
tionately indulgent  you  were  to  all  my 
little  childish  fancies,  and  the  recollection, 
of  your  kindness  stamped  on  my  youth- 
ful mind  a  lasting  impression  of  you. 
Yet  I  cannot  say  that  my  regret  at  your 
departure  for  the  campaigl  was  very  dura- 
ble, as  my  dear  mother  repeatedly  told 
ine  you  would  soon  return  to.  us,  and  that 
her  caresses  and  attention  were  from  that 
moment  redoubled,  which  made  me  less 
sensible  to  your  absence.  When  in  the 
returns  made  by  tlie  regiment,  you  were 
reported  missing,  there  v»'asyet  a  probabi- 
lity 
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lity  of  your  restoration-;  and  my  beloved 
inother,  tlior.gh  trembling  with  aj)prehen- 
sion  at  what  niight  too  possibly  be  your 
situation  as  a  prisoner  in  the  enemy's 
hands,  still  looked  forward  with  hope  of 
soon  hearing  from,  if  not  seeing  you 
again.  Unrenrlttlng  were  her  enquiries, 
and  every  day  rose  with  expectation  of 
the  present  proving  more  fortimate  than 
the  past  Yet  days  rolled  over  in 
progressive  disappi^intment ;  weeks  and 
months  succeeded  to  augment  her  anxi- 
ety>  and  to  these  were  added  years  of 
continued  silence;  till  despair  at  length 
took  place  of  hope,  and  slie  could  no 
longer  venture  to-  indulge  the  flattering 
illusion.  My  dear  mother  kept  up  a  re- 
gular correspondence  with  her  beloved 
sister,  my  much  respected  and  highly 
valued  aunt,  who,  though  I  have  never 
seen  her,  must  ever  live  in  my  affections. 
To  this  justly  esteemed  relative  did  my 
mother  impart  ever}^  aggravated  conflict 
of  her  bosom,  lay  open  to  her  every  cir- 
cumstance 
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cumstance  without  reserve.  With  h/^r 
she  could  have  no  secret ;  and  in  return- 
every  endearing  exertion — every  pleasing 
suggestion,  was  called  forth  to  con">fcit 
and  tran([uillize  the  afflicted  mourner. 
With  a  delicacy  peculiar  to  true  friendship, 
united  to  sisterly  tenderness,  did  she  ad- 
minister to  my  loved  parent's  pecuniary 
necessities,  who  by  this  generous  atten* 
tion  wanted  for  nothing  that  in  her  retired- 
situation  she  could  either  wisher  require; 
and  particularly  after  my  father's  com- 
mission was  disposed  of,  and  the  annuity 
through  that  channel  had  ceased,  when 
my  dear  aunt  carefully  anticipated  the 
possibility  of  any  exigence  by  a  constant 
remittance  of  supplies,  which  she  then  be- 
lieved were' more  particularly  required. 
O!"  exclaimed  Ferdinand^  "  v*nth  what 
pleasure  would  I  cross  the  Atlantic^  could 
I  hope  to  throw  myself  at  the  feet  of  this 
dear  relative,  and  express  my  gratitude 
for  all  her  kindness  to  my  beloved  mother, 
her  kindred  angel.  By  her  ample  remit- 
tances,, 
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taiices,  was  tliis  anxious  parent  enabled 
to  bestow  on  me  an  education  suitable  to 
a  gentleman,  with  ail  the  respectable  ap- 
pendages belonging  to  one  :  and  here, 
justice  as  well  as  gratitude  demands  that 
I  should  acknowledge  the  kind  attentions 
of  the  worthy  Mr,  Godwin,  my  school- 
master, who,  from  a  belief  of  my  mother's 
finances  being  very  limited,  would  make 
no  additional  charges  for  extra  masters  or 
necessaries,  and  yet  was  unremitting  in 
his  endeavours  to  forward  my  improve- 
ment ;  nor  would  he  even  accept  of  the 
stated  salary  of  the  school,  but  that  he 
feared,  perhaps,  to  hurt  her  feelings,  or 
offend  her  pride  by  a  refusal.  \\\  every 
point  of  view,  his  character  as  a  man  and 
a  divine,  has  beerf  praise- worthy.  Adored 
by  his  flock,  he  vvas  the  friend  of  eveiy 
one,  but  in  particular  the  unfortunate  ; 
and  many,  many  a  sad  hour  of  my  loved 
mother's  has  been  blunted  of  its  j^oig- 
nancy,  by  the  soothing  attentions  of  him 
and  his  no   le^s  amiable  family  ;  indeed 

liis 
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his  daughter  was  then  a  cliild,  but  she 
gave  every  proaiise  of  being  worthy  her 
respectable- parents.  This  good  nian's 
income  was  trifling,  and  from  what  you, 
my  dear  father,  have  already  mentioned  of 
his  still  residing  in  the  same  place,  I  fear 
he  has  got  no  preferment,  for  he  w^as  too 
modest  to  solicit  any,  and  too  retired  to 
be  in  fortune's  way." 

''He  shall  have  one,  by  G—d!"  ex- 
claimed the  Baronet,  **  if  I  live  another 
month,  and  I  trust  it  will  prove  his  way 
to  a  mitre.  Many  a  head  wears  one  that 
less  deserves  it." 

Sir  Thomas's  heart  was  taken  unawares, 
or  his  lips  had  not  been  so  ready  to  give 
utterance  to  an  intent  that  had  for  same 
hours  occupied  his  mind;  but  now,  as  if 
ashamed  of  having  made  a  parade  o-  his^ 
good  deeds,  he  pushed  back  his  v  to 
ruh  his  head  with  a  '^  Pshaw,"  i  ..  is 
own  loquacity,  adding,  ''how  carsediy 
glib  my  tongue  is !  I  beheve  I  learned- 
it  from  old  Connolly.     But  come,  goon, 
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Sylvester.     All  old   men   talk  at  random, 
like  parrots." 

It  \ras  plain  that  the  Baronet  soi^giu  to 
prevent  any  animadversions  on  tlie  sub- 
ject, and  it  was  not  tlic  wish  of  the  persons 
present  to  oppress  his  generous  feelings  by 
common-placed  compliments,  or  absurd 
eulogiums,  the  cant  of  sycophants,  and 
an  insult  to  common  sense.  There  were 
therefore  no  comments  made,  and  Ferdi- 
nand resumed  liis  story. 

/*  Under  Mr.  Godwin's  tuition,  I  re- 
mained five  years,"  proceeded  he,  '•'  when 
just  as  I  had  quitted  his  "school,  a  letter 
from  my  aunt  announced  to  iny  motlicr 
the  death  of  he'-  unrelenting  father,  who 
had  bequeathed  the  greater  part  of  his 
property  to  my  aunt,  and  her  immediate 
family,  un>der  strong  prohibitions  of  her 
sister  Rebecca,  or  any  person  belonging 
to  her  by  marriage,  ever  being  benefited 
by  any  part  of  it,  in  any  mode  whatever," 

'*  S)    much    for    the  Jricndy     as    the 
Quakers  denominate  themselves/'   inter- 
rupted 
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nipted  the  Baronet,  bcatiog  a  tattoo  with 
his  feet  on  the  carpet.  *'I  wonder  did 
lie  die  in  -the  hopes  of  being  benefited 
himself  by  an  hereafter." 

"  I  am  persuaded,"  resumed  Sylvester, 
"  that  my  grandfather,  "in  persevering 
in  so  cruel  and  unjust  a  disposition  to  the 
]ast,  was  led  away  by  that  misguided  no- 
tion of  duty  ^vhich  sectarism  always 
inspires,  but  perhaps  no  where  so  power- 
fully as  among  the  people  of  this  persua- 
sion. Resentment  and  religion  combined 
in  urging  him  to  punish  my  mother's 
apostacy  from  the  faith  of  her  ancestors — 
an  apostacy  thatnjever  is  pardoned.  The 
pale  of  the  society  is  with  them  the  boun- 
dary of  the  world ;  and  a  m  ell-founded 
dread  of  the  tejiiporal  consequences  that 
follow  on  exclusion,  is  tlie  most  power- 
ful of  all  the  ties  that  serve  to  keep  up 
their  union.  It  is  easy  to  conceive  that 
this  exclusion  falls  intolerably  heavy  on 
such  Vr'ho  have  from  infancy  placed  all 
their  hopes  and  affections  within  the. nar- 
row 
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TOW  circle  of  sectarial  connection.  They, 
alas  !  have  not  power  to  console  themselves 
witi]  the  reflection  that  the  world  is  wide. 
When  they  step  out  of  the  pale  of  ^  their 
former  relations,  they  find  themselves  in 
a  desjirt,  and  the  gates  of  Paradise  seem 
to  close  hehind  their  back. 

*' Every  position  in  life,"  continued 
Sylvester,  **  niay  perhaps  be  balanced  as 
to  its  advantages  and  inconveniences; 
but  probably  they  are  no  where  so  strongly 
marked',  as  among  the  sect  of  Quakers. 
In  this  society  the  fannly  thai  can  confine 
itself  to  its  connections  and  notions,  finds 
an  incalculable  resource-in  the  l;ics  of  con- 
sanguinity, and  the  intimate  union  that 
subsists  amono-  its  members.  But^  in 
order  to  profit  by  these  advantages,  that 
family  must  make  the  society  its  world, 
its  universe,  and  it  must  be  successful  ! 
The  first  and  chief  virtue  it  must  culti- 
vate, is  Prudence.  Every  other  move- 
ment of  the  soul  must  be  rendered  sub- 
servient  to  that — Every    habit  of  both 

thought 
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thought  and  practice  must  be  grafted 
tliereon.  Hence  misfortune  is  considered 
by  them  the  greatest  of  crimes,  as  wealth 
is  accountexl  the  exclusive  test  of  merit, 
and  the  only  title  to  consideration.  Who- 
ever can  keep  liis  credit  above  water,  can 
always,  by  nveans.  of  a  little  intrigue, 
conmiand  succours;  but  he  that  once 
sinks,  can  only  purchase  help  and  parilon 
by  the  most  humiliating  submissions.  This 
society,  under  the  colours  of  meekness  and 
fraternity,  exercises  the  most  powerful  gC 
all  tyrannies,  that  of  opinion.  It  assumes 
the  right  of  interdiction,  and  even  excom- 
munication; and  these  penalties  never 
fail  to  be  inflicted  on  the  unfortunate, 
from  whatever  source  his  disappointments 
may  have  sprung.  Like  the  anathemas 
of  the  Vatican,  they  pretend  to  proceed 
iwrn  the  mouth  of  infallibilitv,  and  like 
them,  they  are  only  more  formidable  from 
affecting  to  be  unsupported  by  any  tem- 
poral authority." 

^*  The    public    conduct;    orderly    de- 
meanour, 
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'nieanour,  punctuality  in  their  dealings, 
and  submission  to  the  lavvs,  tlrat  distin- 
guish the  Quakeis  from  ail  other  sects/' 
interrupted  the  Baronet,  *'  are  certainly 
highly  commendable,  and  worthy  of  imi- 
tation, from'  whatever  motives  they  may 
arise;  but  I  have  frequently  been  led  to 
think  the  virt.ues  as  well  as  talents  that 
society  display  are  of  the  sedative  kind. 
The  Nvorld  lias  not  yet  seen  a  Howard,  or 
a  Vincent  de  Paul,  arise  from  among  them ; 
and  in  the  only  one  of  the  liberal  and 
scientific  professions  their  peculiar  tenets 
do  not  preclude  them  from  the  exercise 
of,  they  seem  rather  to  cull  the  fiovv'ers  of 
Science,  than  to  explore  and  recoil  the 
bounds  of  her  reign." 

"  Nor  ever  will,"  rejoined  Svlvester. 
**  Genius  disdains  to  have  its  path  pre- 
scribed. It  must  be  placed  in  an  open 
field,  where  its  energies  have  room  to 
take  any  direction  that  taste%  cliance, 
or  circumstance,  may  have  impressed  upon 
them.     That  habit  is  a  second  nature,  is 
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no  where  so  strongly  exemplified  as  among 
these  people.  They  are  placed  at  an 
early  age  in  the  schools  of  the  sect,  where 
th€  first  doctrine  inculcated  is  submis- 
sive insinuation,  and  the  entire  abnega- 
tion of  a  child's  desires  and  passions,  un- 
der the  pretence  of  duty  which  he  cannot 
understand,  but  in  reality  to  qualify  him 
for  the  steadfast  pursuit  of  his  interests, 
which  he  soon  learns  to  know  the  mean- 
ing of.  It  is  here  he  acquires  those  ha- 
bits of  cool  obsequious  adulation  that 
are  necessary  to  future  success  in  the  so- 
ciety ;  and  by  persevering  in  the  way  of 
Mell  doing,  that  is,  in  quarterly  and 
yearly  meeting-hunting,  he  may  hope  at 
last  to  succeed  in  hunting  down  rich 
matches  and  legacies.  When  opulence 
crowns  the  welfare  of  a  family,  these  pre- 
cautions become  in  a  great  measure  need- 
less, or  at  .least  are  much  less  indispensa- 
ble. Wealth,  in  lilting  its  possessor  above 
the  reach  of  malignity,  extinguishes  it. 
It  constitutes,    in  the'eyes  of  the  vulgar, 

and 
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and  above-  a-il,  of  the  quakcr  vulgar,  so 
good  a  title  to  every  blessing,  that  they^ 
d.wit  not  even  envy  tlie  possessor  of  it, 
as  no  one  thinks  of  attacking  liitn  who  is 
known  to  be  invuh^erable.  Those  who 
are  invariably  induced  to  look  on  wealth 
as  the  greatest  good,  will  view  every  other 
ami  as  an  object  of  secondary  considera- 
tion, and  be  led  to  believe  that  misfor- 
tune, if  not  itself  a  crime,  is  the  recom- 
pence  that  misconduct  alone  entails.  The 
induction  they  make  is,  that  a  family 
oyght  to  consider  such  a  situation  as  *'  a 
dispensation  of  chastisement,"  ought  to 
be  "  deeply  humbled,"  and  cede  even  the 
feope  and  wish  of  prosperity  to  those  who, 
being  more  happy,  are  of  course  more 
meritorious ;  thev  ou^'ht:  to  acknowledi>:e 
the  exclusive  right  of  the  latter  to  '*  the 
chief  seats  in  tiie  synagogue,"  and  to  the 
gratification  of  a  hundred  other  holy  va^ 
nities,  which  they  who  have  viewed  the 
sect  nigh  can  alone  conceive,  and  they 
VOL.  III.  T.  that 
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that  do  not  belong  to  it  can  alone  reel 
the  conteniptibkness  of. 

*^  TrutlLand  inipartiality,"  added  Syl- 
Tiestei',  *'  oblige  me  to  say,  that  though 
tliere  exist  in  this  soci^ety  the  most  amia- 
ble exceptions,  and  some  bright  examples 
of  enlightened  philanthrapy,  yet  tbereare 
likewise,  far  too  many,  M'hose  conduct 
is  an  apology  for  the  nervous  censure  be- 
stowed on  them  by  the  author  of  Ju- 
nius, *^  that  under  the  hypocrirical  mask 
of  a  feigned  zeal  for  th<?  interests  of  piety, 
they  are  pursuin:g  the  mammon  of  un- 
righteousness, with  a  step  as  steady  as 
time,  antl  an  appetite  as  keen  as  death." 

**One  would  suppose,  Fenlinand,"  said 
his  father  to  him,  '*that  you  had  niixed 
in  the  society  half  yowr  life,  you  appear 
so  fully  acquainted  with  the  ways  of  qua- 
kcrism,  for  your  observations  are  not  inac^ 
curate,  as  I  myself  had  the  opportunity 
■of  knowing  a  great  deal  of  those  people 
MhenI  was  in  America,  besides  what  yoivr 

dearf 
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dear  mother  lias  so  frequently  told  me  of 
the  society;  and  it  was  from  her  so  per- 
ttcfiv  understanding  its  princij^les,  that 
she  war,  convinced  of  her  father's  un- 
chanp-eabic  resentment." 

''And  that  my  i)eloved  mother  judged 
truly/"'  said  Ferdinand,  *'  the  event^  of 
his  death  fully  proved  ;  for  even  beyond 
the  grave  he  carried  it,  by  the  prohibition 
of  her,  or  her  descendants,  ever  being 
benefited  by  kis  wealth.  Yet  this  unkind 
restriction  did  not  militate  against  my 
respected  aunt's  generous  attentioiis;  it 
did  not  close  the  avenues  of  her  heart  to 
the  wants  of  a  beloved  sister,  with  whom 
she  would  have  joyfully  shared  the  hberal 
bequest,  and  thought  she  only  acted  with 
justice  when  she  made  her  an  equal  partner 
in  their  father's  fortune  :  of  tliis  dear  re- 
lative's kind  intentions  respecting  me,  I 
<:ould  have  BO  doubts;  but  then  they  were 
never  directly  spoken  of  as  to  their 
nature;  and  as  my  mother,  fearful  of 
alarnflng  her  loved  sister,  gave  her  no  inti- 
E  2  mation 
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rfiation  of  her  very  precarious  state  of 
health,  slie,  aware  1  was  still  pursuint^ 
my  studies;  and  in  want  of-  nothing  that 
(X)uld  forward  them,  was,  I  presume,  in  no 
haste  to  decide  on  my  future  prospcjCts,  till 
1  had  attained  a  more  advanced  age.  It  re- 
rcaineri  for  my  pen  to  convey  the  sad  intel- 
ligence of  this  dear  parent's  long  illness, 
and  fmal  dissolution.  Wiiat  my  aunt'a 
feelings  were,  I  can  well  judge;  but  as  I 
no  longer  conceived  myself  entitled  to  her 
generous  benefactions,  now^that  death  had 
severed  the  tenderest  affections  that  ever 
united  two  sisters,  I  gave  ]ier  to  under- 
stand that  her  liberal  donations  to  my 
iTfiother,  rendering  me  for  the  present 
independent,  with  a  snfficiency  for  all 
immediate  demands,  I  was  immediately 
going  out  of  the  kingdom,  with  an  amia- 
ble young  nobleman,  as  his  tutor  ^  and  as 
it  would  be  impossible  for  me  to  appoint 
a«y  .places  for  receiving  her  letters,  or 
ascertain  the  period  of  my  return,  I 
couW  only  have  the  opportunity  of  now 

and 
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ami  then  writing  to  her,  which  I  would 
not  fail  to  do;  ami  some  future  period 
would,  I  hop^d,  bring  me  accounts  from 
her,  or  perhaps,  afford  me  a  chance  of 
personally  assuring  her  of  my  gratitude 
and  veneration." 

*'0  blessed  independence  of  spirit!" 
exclaimed  the  Baronet;  '*  there  it  spoke 
Ferdinand,  in  undisguised  colours;  yet  I 
don't  know  whether  it  is  always  a  blessing 
or  a  misfortune  to  its  possessor ;  but  of  this 
I  am  fully  persuaded,  it  is  oneof  the  noblest 
sentiments  that  can  dignify  the  humaa 
mind." 

Ferdinand  took  no  notice  of  tliis  indir 
rect  compliment  to  himself,  but  immedi- 
ately proceeded  in  the  continuance  of  his 
story. 

"  It  was  just  at  this  period  that  Mr* 
Everard,  always  solicitous  for  my  M'elfare,. 
delicately  proposed  to  me  the  tutorship  of 
tliis  young  nobleman,  which  I  most  ar- 
dently embraced,  as  it  afforded  me  aa 
opportunity  of  expanding  my  ideas  by 
E  3  travelling, 
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travelling,  and  at  the  same  time  opened 
my  prospects  of  some  future  establish- 
ment. My  pupil  was  indeed  a  youth  of 
the  most  amiable  disposition,  strong  capa- 
city,  and  noble  sentiments,  that  promised 
hQ  would  become  an  ornament  to  society, 
and  I  thought  myself  peculiarly  fortu- 
nate in  having,  at  my  first  onset,  obtained 
so  desirable  a  charge.  But  Heaven  was 
pleased  to  snatch  this  hopeful  blossom 
from  the  world,  ere  it  ripened  into  matu- 
rity ;  he  died  in  France  before  I  had  been 
a  year  with  him ;  yet,  in  justice  to  his 
family,  I  must  say  that  their  offers  of 
recomperjce  to  me  afterwards  Mere  far 
exceeding  my  short  attentions,  and  such 
as  neither  n.y  conscience  or  my  honour 
could  accept  of.  I  had  already  received  of 
my  young  friend  a  memento  of  consider- 
able value  ;  it  was  this,"  added  he,  pulling 
out  his  v/atch,  wliicli  was  a  very  beau- 
tiful one;  *'  you  have  often  admired  this 
Avatch,  Sir  Thomas ;  it  was  the  last  gift 
of  my  lamented  pupil  tome  on  his  death- 
bed, 
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bed,   who  cliarged  rne  to   preserve   it  for 
his  snke.      I  do  so  most  religiously;  and  if 
every  hour  recalls  to  my  mind  its  amiable 
bestower,  and  with  regret  tliat  his  sprin,g 
of    life   was    so   untimely   broken.     Oiia 
thing  more  of  this  young  gentleman  is- 
necessary    I    should   mention,    as  it  will 
more  strongly  evince  his  friendship  and  his 
zeal  for  my  interest,  even  to  his  latest  mo- 
ment-v  at  the  same  time  that  it  will  ac- 
co\mt  for  the  particular  notice' v/ith  which. 
1  h'dve  been    honoured   by   the   family  of 
the  Marchcse  di  Glornata.    From  the  first 
sy.m[^toms  of  his  disorder,  my  dear  youngs 
friend  himself  pronounced  his   fate,  and- 
he  frequently   requested    of  me  to^  leave 
him,  lest  I   should  suffer  from   its  malig- 
nity;, but  that    would  have  been  a  pro- 
ceeding as  cruel  as  ungrateful;  besides,  I 
had  no  apprehensions  on  my  own  account, . 
and  fear,   I  believe,   in   such   eases,    very 
often  invites  the  attack.     He  prohibited; 
me  from  sending  any  account  of  his  situa- 
tion to  his  family,  as  he  was  well  assured:^ 
£  4.  they 
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tiiey  would  hasten  over,  and  he  was 
equally  certain  of  his  dissolution  taking 
place,  before  even  the  most  speedy  messen- 
ger could  reach  them.  His  conjectures 
were  but  top  fatally  verified,  for  the 
fourth  day  of  liis  illness  terminated  his 
life.  I  sat  on  one  side  of  his  bed  watch- 
ing the  crisis  of  his  disorder,  which  though 
dreaded,  I  yet  looked  forward  to  with 
hope.  His  faithful  domestic  stood  at  the 
door.  '  My  dear  Sylvester,'  said  the 
patient  sufferer,  *1  have  not  many  hours 
to  live,  no  human  skill  can  save  me,  and 
1  am  resigned  to  the  Almighty's  will. 
This  countiy  is  not  safe  for  you  to  remaia 
in,  nor  should  we  have  been  here  now, 
out  that  it  pleased  God  I  should  go  an- 
other journey.  Be  vigilant  and  careful 
of  yourself,  for  the  tyrant  of  France, 
Kobes[)i('rre,  has  an  eye  on  us;  how  I 
learned  it,  I  cannot  i->ow  explain,  only 
hasten  from  this  country  as  expeditiously 
as  you  can.  Inform  my  uncle  of  what  has 
happened,    as  be   can  better   break    the 

melancholy 
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melancholy  intellio'ence  to  my  dear  pa- 
2^nts  than  any  letter  of  your's.      Let  my  ^ 
remains  be  immedijtely  enclosed  in  a  shell 
if  pos>>ibit',   and  deposited  where  they  may 
be  obtained  again  at  some  more  peaceful 
moment,   as   perhaps  it  may  be  my  fami- 
ly's   wish    to-  remove  me   to    the   sepul- 
chre of  my    ancestors.     I  imagine  it  is 
your  wish  to  continue  some  time  on  the 
continent ;  take  therefore  my  advice,  and- 
hasten  to  Florence;  to  a  family  thereof  tire 
first  consequence  my  father  particularly 
reconimended   me,   and   in   my    letter   of 
introduction  your  name  is  likewise,  most 
warmly  mentioned  ;  it  is  (frrected.  to  tl;e 
]Marchese   di   Giornata,    which  you  must 
yourself  deliver   to    him ;    and    make    no 
opposition  to  what  I  am  about  to  do.     I 
will  with   my  own  feeble  hand  further  re- 
commend you. to  the  notice  o^  this  noble- 
man, by  a  line  in  the  envelope;  therefore 
while   1    have  a  little  strengtii,   and   my 
senses  perfect  to  guide  my  pen,  bring  the 
writing  materials.'  * 
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'^To  remonstrate,"  continued  Sylvester, 
*'  was  in  vain — any  opposition  would  have 
but  served  to  irritate  h^ni,  and  I  obeyed. 
His  man  and  I  su|>j:>orted  him,  while  he 
wrote  with  diiiiculty  and  signed  his  name. 
His  billet  was  short ;  but  it  was  the  effu- 
sion of  a  truly  friendly  heart. 


*  My  respected  tutor,  Mr, 
Sylvester,  delivers  your  Lordship  this 
packet.  He  is  worthy  your  esteem— mine 
for  him  only  ceases  with  my  existence.  A 
malignant  disorder  hastens  me  to  a  prcma° 
ture  grave;  from  hrm  you  will  learn  all.  I 
had  hoped  to  be  honoured  with  your  friend- 
ship; let  me  tiansfer  it  to  him,  and  accept 
for  yourself  and  family  a  prayer  for  your 
happiness  from  the  dying. 

HoRATro  Digby/ 


Ferdinand  suddenly  r.ose  from  his  seat, 
aud   throwing    open    the    window    sash, 

stood 
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stooil   before  it  for  a  few  niiniites,   when 
havin$>*  o'iven  to  tlie  memorv  of  a  deser- 
v\ng  youtli  the  tribute  of  grateful  remem- 
brance;  he  again  resumed  his^  chair, .and: 
continued  his  narration. 

''  This  exertion  of  my  dear  attentive 
youug  friend,'*  he  proceeded,  '' did  not 
appear  to  have  disturbed  him  ;  but  on  the 
contrary,  it  seemed  as  if  he  had  performed 
a  duty  that  before  lay  heavy  on  his  mind, 
and  that  he  was  then  done  with  all  tempo- 
ralconcerns.  A  little  while  indeed,  and 
ail  were  finally  concluded.  He  expired 
in  my  arms,  perfectly  himself  to  the  last 
moment,:  and  his  last  words  were,  'Hea- 
ven bless  yoUv  Sylvester  T 

*'And  the  invocation  lias,  I  hope  and- 
bt4ieve,  beea  heard,"  said  the  elder  Syl- 
vester,   "  and  in  its  gracious  dispensation 
has  been  included  your  father,'* 

*' And  for  the  happiness  Heaven  has 
mutually  grantetl  us,  my  dearest  father," 
replied  Ferdinand,  *'  be  the  heart  of  your 
thrice  happy  son  ever  grateful. 
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*  *  As  my  esteemed  young  friend  delivered 
into  my  hands  this  small  packet  of  let- 
ters," went  on  the  narrator,  "in  my  con- 
fusion, and  certainly  my  sincere  affliction 
at  the  awful  scene  before  me,  instead  of 
laying  it  aside  with  my  other  papers,  I 
put  it  into  an  inside  pocket  of  the  coat  I 
wore,  by  which  trifling  circumstance  it 
escaped  the  general  devastation  of  the 
rest ;  for  scarcely  had  I  fuliilled  his  in- 
junction  respecting  his  remains,  and  writ- 
ten to  his  uncle  the  melancholy  account, 
when  my  person-  and  papers  were  seized  by 
an  order  from  the  comiie  de  suretc  gene- 
rale,  as  they  were  denominated*  The 
packet  containing  the  mystery  of  your 
birth,  my  beloved  father,  I  had  left  be- 
hind me  in  England,  along  with  some 
letters  of  my  mother  and  aunt's,  sealed 
up  in  a  small  box,  that  the  father  of  my 
pupil  was  kind  enough  to  take  the  imme- 
diate charge  of  till  my  return  ;  and  it  was 
only  when  I  came  to  England  again  with 
Mr.  Millbank  that  I  reclaimed,  and  got 
it  back  as  i  hud  delivered  it." 

CHAP. 
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CHAP.  Ill, 


**0h  !  Libcrtie,  combien  des  crimes,  n*a-t-on  commit:  ea  toa 
Qom  !"  The  last  words  of  Madam  Roland, 

**The  transactions  which  occurred  almost 
immediately  on  the  death  of  my  lamented 
young  friend,"  proceeded  Ferdinand, 
**form  the  most  interesti.ng  part  of  my 
story,  and  fully  verified  his  ap|)rchension3 
of  my  safety.  In- tlie  interim  of  making 
the  necessary  arrangements  after  his-  de- 
cease, and  previous  to  my  departure 
from  Paris,  I  received  the  visits  of  con- 
dolence from  n^any  of  hia  friends,  to  some 
of  whom  I  ventured  to  communicate  the 
fears  he  had  expressed    for  my  delaying 

any 
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any  time  in  the  country.  Their  opinion 
did  not  seem  JO  coiacide,  as  tliey  could 
foresee,  evenat  the  worst,  nothing  beyond 
an  examination  of  my  papers,,  respecting* 
which  they  presumed  there  was  not  any. 
tiling  to  implicate  me.  I  thought  so  like- 
wise,"  added  he,  **  and  though  anxious 
for  my  departure,  I  was  not  void  of  appre- 
hension. At  length  the  false  security^ 
into  which  the  assurance  of  those  persons 
that  I  should  not  be  molested  had  lulled 
me,  was  broken  up.  Returning  from  a. 
walk  oil  the  Boulevards,  on  the  memorable 
and  melancholy  16th  of  October,  179S*, 
I  found  the  Commissaire  cle  Police  of  my. 
section  liad  left  me  a  friendly  message, 
that  as  soon  as  I  had  dined,  I  must  repair 
to  the  Comiie  lievoiutionairey  from  whence 
he  thought.it  most  probable  I  should  be 
sent  to  prison. 

**  Flattering  myself  this  was  the  impo- 
tent effort  of  some,  personal  malevolence, 

*  Da^  ofthe  execution  of  Maiie  Antoinette,  Queen  of  France. 

3  1  obeyed 
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I  obeyed  the  summons  with  little  emo- 
tion; alas!  I  did  not  foresee  to  what  a 
length  Oi  suffering  this  was  to  be  the 
pi'eludc**^  We  were  .  conveyed  to  the 
Luxcmbourgli,  which  from  a  palace  was 
already  converted  into  a  prison,  and  be* 
came  erelong  an  anticliamber  to  the  scaf- 
fold. So  long  as  we  continued  here,  our; 
situation  was  tolerable.  Almost  all  the 
English  of  both  sexes,  wdio  resided  at 
Paris,  w^ere  collected  in  this  place,  as  well 
as  a  considerable  number  of  respectable 
natives;  and  as  we  had  no  dlHiculty  iii; 
communicating  with,  and  even  receiving 
the  visits  of  our  friends,  our_  detention 
Avas  less  irksome.  We  were  not,  in  fact, 
without  hopes  of  a  prompt  release;, and 
not  being  yet  alarmed  for  the  safety  of 
our  friends,  the  pain  of  simple  couEae- 
ment  suifered  little  aggravation. 

**  Nevertheless  the  last  days  of  our  stay 
ii>  the  Luxembourgh   w^ere   marked  with 

•  This  account  is  literally  as  it  happened  to  an  English  gen- 
tleman at  that  time  in  Pari^* 

anxiety' 
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anxiety   and     horror.     The    unfortunate 
representatives,   victims    to  the    proscrip- 
tion of  the  31st  of  May,  weie  many  of 
them  seized  in  their  flight,  and  conveyed 
back  to   Paris;    and   one  evening  tliere 
arrived  successively  in  post-chaises  in  the 
court  of  the  palace,   VergniaucI,  Gnadet, 
Brissot,    and    Sillery  ;    they    were    hcun-d 
hand    and    foot,   and  we  saw  the    gend- 
armes, who  formed  their  escort,-  remove 
them  out  of  the  carriages  in  their  arms. 
Before  the  next  day  at  noon,   they  had 
ceased  to  exist.     Having  been  outlawed 
by  an  acclamatory  decree  of  that  conven- 
tion now  at  th.c  devotion  of  their  enemies, 
no  other  form  ah  ty  was  used  than  the  iden- 
tiScation  of  their  persons.     Some  of  them 
loudly  demanded  a  public  trial,  and  the 
opportunity    to  plead   their  own   cause; 
but   their   adversaries    knew  too  well   the 
consequence  of  such  justification   would 
be   their   own    destruction.      They   we?e 
conducted  immediately  to  the  scaffold. 
**  A  f^w  days  after  this  eveni,  we  v/^re 

told: 
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told  to  prepare  for  our  translation  else- 
where. This  place  was  destined  to  be  the 
theatre  of  darker  scenes,  of  which  it  was 
not  at  that  time  intended  strangers  should 
be  either  the  victilns  or  the  witnesses. 

**  We  were  therefore  distributed,  the 
men  in  two  ex-conventS;  and  the  females 
in  a  third;  and  it  fell  to  my  lot,  with  that 
of  an  intimate  acquaintance  of  mine, 
likewise  confined,  to  be  conveyed  to  the 
Scotch  College  in  the  Hue  des  Fosses  vSaint 
Victor,  where,  though  less  comfortably 
lodged,  we  enjoyed  for  a  little  time  nearly 
the  same  liberty  of  communication  as  at 
the  Luxembourgh.  This  college  was 
founded  at  the  instigation  of  James  the 
Second;  after  his  expulsion  froip  the  throne 
of  England,  for  the  education  of  the 
young  Catholics  of  Scotland,  refugees,  or 
attached  to  the  interests  of  the  expatriated 
family.  It  had  been  for  a  century  the 
focus  of  Jacobite  intrigue;  and  its  library, 
a  great  part  of  which  laid  waste,  and  in 
heaps  on  the  floor  of  the  ciiapel,  con- 
tained 
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tained  still  many  curious  historical  docu» 
ments  a-nd  original  letters,  which  tlie 
young  English  captives  amused  themselves 
in  perusing,  till  they  were  all  carted  away 
one  day  to  the  section,  and  most  likely 
gold  for  waste  paper  to  the  cheesemongers*, 
*^  After  a  few  weeks  passed  in  tranquil- 
lity, the  number  of  prisoners  increased, 
and  French  people  of  all  classes  and  cha- 
racters were  mixed  with  us.  Precaution 
was  then  multiplied,  and  a  new  gaoler, 
named  llozet,  was  set  over   us;   a  roughs 

*  As  an  instance  of  the  erudition  and  disceTnn\ent  of  those 
subaltern  dictators  of  the  day,   who  held   in  their  hands   the 

liberty,  property,  and  lives  of  their  fellow  citizens,  Mr.  M y, 

a  young  Irish  gentleman,  exhibited  to  the  president  of  the- 
Comit«  Revolutionaire,  on  bis  visit  of  inspectU)n  through  the 
house,  an  original  letter  of  the  Pope  to  James  the  Second,  writ-, 
ten  in  the  Latin  language  on  vellum,  under  the  apostolic  seal 
andsignatuie,  and  illuminated,  with  a  request  that  he  would  per- 
mit him  to  keep  it.  The  Solon  of  his  section,  after  examining^ 
the  piece,  asks,  «  N'y  a-l-'il  rien  d  aristocrat  la  dedans  T     *  Norx*. 

jeplies  M y,  who  spoke  excellent  French,  *  tout  cela  est  tret. 

rtipublicain^t — *  Eh  h^inl  en  cc  cas,  tn  ^.eux  la  prendre.' 

brutal 
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brutal  old  man,  who  had  recommended 
himself  to  favour,  by  vociferating  louder 
than  his  neighbours  at  the  assembled  popu- 
laire  of  his  section.  No  sooner  had  this 
walking  bear  entered  on  his  functions, 
than  an  immediate  change  for  the  worse 
took  place.  A  cupola  at  the  top  of  the 
house  was  taken  down,  because  we  some- 
times went  up  there  "to  enjoy  the  view  it 
afforded  over  the  Jardin  des  Plantes,  of 
the  windings  of  the  Seine,  and  the  distant 
country.  A  prodigious  wall  was  raised 
between  us  and  the  gardens  of  a  convent 
that  was  contiguous  (les  Anglaises),  be- 
cause some  of  our  young  people  had  been 
observed  to  salute  with  their  hats  the 
ladies  that  were  imprisoned  there  (for  that 
too  had  been  converted  into  a  maisoi\ 
d'arret)  :  the  windows  in  the  front  of  the 
college  were  either  walled  up  or  grated,  to 
prevent  our  offending  the  feelings  of  the 
populace  by  our  aristocratical  figures. 
The  letters  received  and  sent  away  were 
subjected   to  inspection,  and  the  greatest 

difficulty 
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difficulty  took  place  in  the  admission  of 
our  nearest  friends.  The  news  recehved 
from  without  were  of  the  same  hue.  The 
numher  of  executions  increased  daily.- — 
The  most  virtuous  and  enlightened  clia- 
racters  of  both  sexes  disappeared!.  In 
proportion  as  the  terror  and  tyranny  of 
jacobinism  increased,  the  disastrous  eft'ects 
of  the  law  of  the  rna.rlmum  became  ngore 
grievous.  The  country  people  withhekl 
their  corn,  cattle,  and  v/ine.  Paris  was 
starved*  A  revolutionary  army  was  set 
on  foot,  to  enforce  supplies  with  the  bay^ 
onet.  A  travelling  guillotine  made  a  part 
of  its  baggage.  The  detachrhents  of  this 
army,  which  was  selected  from  the  idlest, 
most  abandoned,  and  vicious  part  of  the 
community,  only  served  to  augment  the 
disorder,  by  plundering  more  for  them- 
selves than  for  tlie  public,  and  alienating 
those  of  the  country  people  who  were  yet 
M'ell-disposed  to  their  cause. 

*'  At   this  time  an  accident  occurred, 
that  removed  me  to  another  scene  of  desQ- 

i  lation. 
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la'tion.  Our  gaoler,  though  he  afFected 
the  Cincinnatus,  was  as  mercenary  as  he 
^v:is  brutal ;  though  he  inexorably  re-fused 
entrance  to  the  (Jearest  frienci  of  those 
who  did  not  fee  him,  yet  nothing  was 
easier  th.an  to  purchase  the  permission  of 
any  intercourse  whatever.  /  was  of  th« 
number  of  the  refractory  :  and  one  day, 
after  he  had  brutally  persisted  in  refusing 
entrance  to  one  of  my  friends,  at  the 
same  moment  when  others  were  admitted, 
I  had  the  rashness  to  appeal  from  his 
authority  in  writing  to  the  court  of  muni- 
cipal officers.  Instead  of  redress,  I  was 
called  oiie  evening  about  n-ine  o'clock, 
and  without  a  moment's  warning  told  to 
lock  my  trunk  and  follow  the  gend'armes, 
wiio  put  me  into  a  coach;  and  it  was  only 
on  arriving  there  I  found  it  was  to  the 
ex-convent  of  the  Carmes,  Rue  Vangl- 
rard;  they  had  conducted  me. 

**  Unpleasant  as  were  the  scenes  we 
had  lately  passed  through,  it  was  from 
this  time  only  tb-e  misery  of  my  situation 

commenced. 


94  TilE  OLD  IRISH  BARONET. 


ao 


commenced.  I  was  kept  av/ake  ail  t-j 
first  niglit  by  the  watcli-worci  oi'  the 
patroles  ami  centinels  round  the  buiiding, 
who  every  tea  minutes  passed  the  cliarge 
round  to  each  other,  '  sentincllCy  prcncz 
garde  a  vous,'  a  preeaution  that  had  been 
practised  about  the  Eastile,  from  whence 
they  had  borrowed  it;  but  a  few  months 
afterwards,  when  the  fury  of  jacobinism 
ra2:ed,  and  the  ruffians  never  mounted 
guard  without  the  hope  or  wish  of  an 
order  to  massacre  us,  they  amused  their 
impatience  by  <]isturbing  our  slumbers. 
It  w^as  become  a  subject  of  rivahy  and 
wager  who  could  make  the  most  noise; 
and  every  two  or  three  minutes  during 
the  whole  night,  twenty  or  thirty  coupe- 
jarrets  affected  to  bellow  as  loud  as  tlieir 
voices  could  be  strained,  ^  sentinelUy  precis 
garde  a  iou' 

*'  I  Ivad  therefore  time  enough,  X\\q  firsi 
iii«:ht,  to  reflect  on  the  horrors  of  mv  situ-- 
ation.  Torn  from  the  society  of  my 
friends,  and  immnred  in  a  place  which  was 

become 
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become  proverbial  lor  aliiiventing  thcguiU 
lotine,  and  tlii.s  for  having  acted  a  manly 
part,  and  vindicated  the  wrongs  of  my 
feilow-prisoners,  who  dared  not  complain 
for  themselves — but  it  is  not  the  liistory 
of  my  feelings  tliat  I  am  relating,  and 
shall  not  therefore  prolong  my  discourse 
by  enlarging  on  them." 

*'  Nor  need  you,  my  dear  Ferdinand/' 
interrupted  Sir  Thomas;  '*  the  dreadful 
transactions  of  that  mem.orahle  e])0cli 
-sufhciently  explain  what  they  must  have 
•been." 

**  I  slept/'  resumed  Ferdinand,  **  in 
."what,  before  the  secularisation  of  the  con- 
Tent,  had  been  its  library.  Since  its  con- 
version into  a  prison,  this  room  was  made 
the  chauffoir,  or  public  Nvarming-room  of 
the  place.  The  cells  or  private  apart- 
ments, though  very  numerous,  were  al- 
ready too  much  crowded  with  prisoners 
to  permit  me  a  private  corner.  I  was 
therefore  lodged,  with  more  than  forty 
>others,  in  ihe  chauffoir,  where,  notwith- 
standing 
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standing  the  conconrse  and  noise,  I  en- 
deavonred  to  employ  myself.  lla\ing 
rather  neglected  my  mathematics  for  some 
years,  I  began  a  new  conrse;  and  in  defi- 
ance of  cards,  drafts,  dice,  chess,  back- 
^©amnion,  domino,  lotto,  and  every  sort 
of  noisy  gambling  and  diversions,  worked 
my  problems  and  wrote  my  notes.  This 
application,  in  spite  of  wind  and  weather, 
attracted  the  notice  of  Dufourni,  late 
president  of  the  department  of  Paris,  and 
Destournelles,  his  intimate  friend,  late 
minister  of  the  interior,  and  member  of 
the  provincial  executive  council,  who 
were  confined  here,  and  an  intimacy  was 
the  result,  that  subsisted  during  our  deten- 
tion. 

**  Among  the  personages  I  found,  or 
\^'ho  were  conducted  here,  were  the  Prince 
of  Salm-Kyrbourg,  the  Prince  of  Mont- 
baron,  the  Abbe  Dautichamp,  grand  vicar 
of  Paris,  General  Eeauharnois  and  his 
Lady,  now  the  Empress  of  France,  the 
Compte  de  la  Guiche,   the  Prince  of  Be- 

thune- 
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thunc-Charost,    M.  de  Soiecour,  Boucher 
d'Argis,    Madame    Cliarles   Lamcth,    the 
Duchess  d'Aiguillon,    the  widow  of  the 
younger  General  Custine,  and  many  otlier 
persons  of  distinction,  whose  names  escape 
my  memory.     The  women    were  lodged 
in  a  separate  part  of  the  building,  but  we 
had  for  some  time  tlie  common  liberty  of 
\Xalking  in  a  large  garden  during. the  day, 
where  my    intimacy    with  Dufourni  and 
Destournelles,   whose  society^  as  men    of 
letters,  was  much  sought  by  many  of  the 
above  personages,  gave  me  the  opportu- 
nity to  be  frequently  of  their  party. 

*'  Our  number  exceeded  four  hundred, 
and  at  this  time  the  removals  to  the  Con- 
ciergerie  for  trial  were  not  more  than  four 
Oi  five  per  day  ;  and  though  we  never  saw 
them  return,  but  took  for  granted,  what 
was  ahnost  always  the  case,  that  the} 
were  indiscriminately  sacrificed,  the  cir- 
cumstance did  not  cause  any  general  sen- 
sation. It  was  contrived  that  these  remo- 
vals should  always  take  place  in  the  night, 
vo;..  III.  F  either 
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either  with' the  humane  intention  to  spare 
the  feelings  of  the  other  prisoners,  and 
prevent  tire  consternation  that  might  be 
e>):pccted  to  ensue,  were  the  victims  to 
be  torn  from  their  weeping  friends  in  open 
day,  or  what  v/as  more  probable,  to  make 
sure  of  no  resistance  or  rescue  in  their 
transport  tlirough  the  public  streets.  It 
was  therefore  in  the  middle  of  the  niglvt, 
that  they  who  laid  awake  heard  the  steps 
of  men  and  the  rattling  of  keys  along  the 
corridors,  each  in  trembling  expectation 
to  hear  his  own  door  opened.  In  a  few 
minutes  all  was  silent  again,  and  the  first 
enquiry  in  the  morning  was,  who  had  dis- 
appeared since  the  preceding  evening.  A 
person  who  lodged  in  the  chauflToir,  ;and 
-whose  only  crime,  as  far  as  I  could  collect, 
was,  that  of  happening  to  be  at  the  Chateau 
des  Tuilleries  on  the  J  0th  of  August, 
being  an  indilferent  penman,  requested 
me  to  arrange  and  put  in  order  the  proofs 
of  his  innocence,  and  aid  him  in  making 
out  a  memorial,  which  he  meant  to  present 

in 
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in  order  to  obtain  liis  liberty.  I  fbund 
him  gone  one  morning  before  we  had 
time  to  finish  his  memorial,  and  two  clays 
afterwards  I  learned  my  poor  client  was 
executed. 

*'  Indeed  we  were  seldom  left  in  igno- 
rance of  the  fate  of  our  fellow-sufftrers, 
even  when  precUided  from  any  communi- 
cation without,  and  deprived  the  pernns- 
sion  of  a  newspaper ;  for  tlie  criers  of  the 
gazettes  made  as  much  noise  during  the 
day,  as  the  scntmels  in  the  night,  and 
took  especial  care  to  echo  round  the  build- 
ing the  names  and  number  of  the  guillo- 
tined ;  aild  not  unfrequently  did  an  unfor- 
tunate detenu  gather  in  this  manner  the 
earliest  nev/s  of  the  fate  of  a  friend,  a 
relation,  perhaps  a  spouse;  for  every 
other  means  of  correspondence  was  denied. 
Our  friends  without  were  left  m  vhwiil 
uncertainty  respecting  our  fate.  No  let- 
ter or  note  -was  permitted  to  pass  the 
^vickct.  The  linen  sent  out  and  brought 
in  v.-as  inspected  with  the  most  jealous 
y:  2  exactness. 
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exactness.  A  note  attached  to  the  packet, 
though  expressing  only  the  name  of  the 
person  it- belonged  to,  was  always  sup- 
pressed, and  copied  on  another  piece  ^of 
paper  before  delivery.  Bottles  were  de- 
canted, pies  opened,  fowls  cut  up,  the 
very  eggs  the  prisoners  received  were  bro- 
ken, and  all  the  precautions  taken  that 
suspicious  tyranny  could  multiply. 

•'My  friends  at  length  concluded  that 
it  would  be  only  from  the  unfortunate  list 
they  should  collect  my  fate,  and  expected 
to  see  it  in  every  journal.  It  was  in  vain 
to  hope  from  others  either  aid  or  consola- 
tion. Every  fireside  was  robbed  of  some 
of  its  members  ;  not  a  family — not  an  in- 
dividual, but  wept  the  loss  of  friends,  or 
trembled  for  their  safety.  France  was 
covered  with  Bastiles,  and  every  public 
baiUhng,  convent,  dispensary,  public  and 
private  mad-house,  w^ere  converted  into 
state  prisons.  There  were  in  Paris  alone 
thirty-three  thousand  prisoners,  and  it 
n)ig]it  be  said  that  one-half  its  population 

mounted 
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ffioutlted  guard  on  the  other.  All  the 
gaiety  and  chearfid  tumult  of  the  streets 
was  at  au  end.  From  one  extremity  to 
the  other  of  this  vast  ciry,  not  a  carriage 
was  Iieard  to  roll,  except  now  and  then  Jt 
hackney-coach  fdled  with  gens  crctrmes^ 
mi'Ik)  escorted  some  unfortunate  prisoner; 
not  a  crowd  to  be  seen,  unless  about  the 
scaffold. 

*'  There  indeed,  and  round  the  execu- 
tioner's chariot,  were  often  multitudes  ;  the 
passenger  Who  was  unfortunate  enough 
to  cross  their  way,  was  unable  to  extricate 
liimself,  without  making  those  efforts  that 
would  have  signalized  him  for  an  aristo* 
crat^  and  provoked  from  the  crowd,  at  least, 
the  greatest  insults,  if  nothing  worse  :  thus 
by  fear  or  force,  he  was  often  hurried 
away  with  the  press,  and  made  an  unwilling 
spectator  of-the  scene  of  sanguinar}^  hor- 
ror that  terminated  these  processions'*. 

f3  ^*0n 

*  *«  A  particular  friend   of  mine,"   says   the  gentleman  of 
\\hom  we  detail  this  ascourrt,  **  was  forced  with  the  crowd  to 

the 
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.  *^  On  the  discovery  of  a  pretended  con- 
spiracy of  Danton,  Hebert,  Chaiimette, 
;8cc-,  an  onler  arrived  rii'-orously  to  forbid 
ih.e  ^djiiiission  of  any  provisions  or  refresh? 
;,nents  whatever,  even  under  the  form  of 
niedicines,  and  to  con  line  us  to  the  can> 
pipn  U)eal  furnished  for  all  the  prisoners 
^viihp.ut    distinction,     which    was    scanty 

the  Place  de  la  Revolution,  ar.d  there  compelled  to  witness  the 
execution  cf  nine  or  ten  beautiful  young  ladies  from  Thionville^ 
most  of  them  boarding-school  girls,  whose  crime  consisted  in 
having  presented  together  a  lauquet  to  the  King  of  Prussia  wheit 
he  entered  their  town.     No  pen  can  describe   the  ferocity  with 
•which  Robespierre  had  succeeded  in  inspiring  a  certain  portion 
•of  the  Parisians.     In  the  midst  of  this  demagogic  fury,  the  sex 
i^id  aside  its  tenderness,  and  becarne,  if  possible,   more  inhu- 
nian  than  the   men.     An  amiable   and  elegant  young  lady, 
vv.^iora  business  coinpelled  abroad,  meeting,  near  the  Flace  Fie- 
^tories,  an  escort  of  victims,  thought  herself  happy  to  take  refuge 
in  a  cofiTee-house  on  thp  opposite  side  of  the  way.     The  mis- 
tress of  it,  a  woman  neatly  dressed,  and  of  good  appearance, 
far  from  expressing  horror  or  disgust,  when  she  saw  the  cart 
was  filled  with  females,  clapped   her   hands,   and  exclaimed, 
..  *  ti.ens,  voila  xmefrica^stidesftmmes-f  commencus  alloJisTireP 

enougli 
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cnougli  from  the  beginning-,  and  its  qua- 
Bty  grew  every  day  more  loathsome  and 
di&gusM'ng.  During  the  whole  spring, 
we  had  been  indulged  in  the  free  prome- 
nade of  an  e.ttensive  garden,  with  a 
fountain  and  bason  in  the  center  of  it, 
^It  was  now  the  month  of  July,  and  at 
the  moment  when  it  \vas  thought  we 
should  feci  the  privation  most  severely, 
we  were  deprived  of  the  garden^  and  can- 
fined  to  the  upper  stories  of  the  building. 
Near  five  hundred  persons,  thus  crowded 
together,  lodged  chiefly  in  small  close 
cells,  with  little  access  to  the  open  air, 
durinor  the  extreme  heat  of  a  Parisian 
summer,-  the  windows^.  of  the  corridor 
being,  nearly  closed  up  with  brick- work, 
it  was  reasonable  to  apprehend  the  pre- 
valence-of  fevers,  perhaps  an  epidemical 
distemper.  Leave  was  therefore  applied 
for  to  introduce  a  few  bottles  of  aromatic 
vinegar  and  some  juniper-berries,  in  order 
to  sprinkle  the  floors  and  fumigate  the 
rooms.  After  several  applications  to  the 
F  4  turnkeys, 
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tiipnkevs,  we  obtained  for  answer  'that  a 
petition  must  be  addressefl  to  tlie  Comit6 
RevolutioiKiire  of  the  section  du  Bonnet 
Rouge,  under  whose  direction  this  prison 
was  placed  ;  whereupon  the  comit6  would 
in  tlieir  wisdom  deliberate,  if  it  was  re- 
quisite that  the  surgeon  of  the  police 
should  visit  the  place,  and  make  his  report 
on  tiie  urgency  of  our  request,  and  there- 
upon the  comite  would  finally  pronounce 
on  our  demand.'  We  saved  onrselves  the 
trouble  by  doing  without  the  aromatics, 
and  fortunately,  notwithstanding  the  ex- 
cessive heat  of  the  weather,  no  disorder 
prevailed. 

**  The  number  of  removals  to  the  Con- 
ciergcrie  now  increased,  and  six  or  eight: 
daily  disappeared;  but  our  population  re- 
mained the  same,  for  others  hoiu*ly  arrived 
to  talie  their  places.  At  length,  one  fore- 
uoon,  forty-seven  individuals  from  differ- 
ent departments,  including  five^v/lio  slept 
in  the  same  room  with  me,  were  led  away 
at  once  to  tbetribunal.     In  this  inimber 

were 
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were  the  Princes  of  Salm-Kyrbourg,  and 
Montbazon,  the  Abb6  D'Autichamp, 
Compte  de  Beauvois,  Mon&ieur  de  Sole- 
cour,  and  other  persons  of  distinction. 
We  liad  little  doubt  the  doom  of  the  most 
marking  personages  in  this  list  was  fixed 
beforehand;  indeed  they  appeared  of  the 
same  opinion  ;  for  the  Sovereign  Prince 
of  Salm-Kvr]}ourQ:  offering:  his  hand  to 
two  or  three  of  us  at  the  wicket,  we  forced 
a  smile  and  said,  his  Highness  must  not 
expect  his  hberty ;  that  he  was  going  as  a 
-witness  to  the  tribunal,  and  we  should 
see  him  back  the  next  day.  He  returned 
the  smile  and  answered,  _'  Mes  amis,  nous 
allons  plus  loin.'  Yet  as.it  sometimes  hap- 
pened that  obscure  individuals  were  acquit- 
ted, and  either  set  at  liberty,  or  remanded 
as  simple  suspects,  we  hoped  a  part  of  those 
who  were  of  that  description  would  pro- 
bably be  absolved  in  like  manner.  In  tha 
course  of  tiie  evening,  one  of  the  number, 
a  mountebank  bclono-ino^  to  IVanconi';} 
equestrian  troop,  was  conducted  back, 
li  5  acquitted 
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acquitted  of  the  accusation,  but  con- 
demncd  to  detention,  as  sicspect  d'aristo- 
cratie,  an4'bi*ouglit  us  ^vord  that  hLs  forty- 
six  companions  were  already  condemned 
:and  executed.  The  Princes,  the  Nobles, 
two  Qr  three  general  officers,  one  or  two 
priests,  some  tradesmen  and  artizans,  a 
mountebank,  a  puppet-shevv  man  (jouer 
des  marionettes),  and^  an  ox-drover  from 
Poissy,  who  could  not  read,  were  all 
a<:cused  of  the  same  crime,  included  in 
one  indictment,  and  (save  one)  found 
guilty  by  one  verdict.  Four  English  and; 
Imbmen  were  also  comprehended  in  this 
j'ournie  or  batchy  as  it  was  termed  in  the 
c-annibal  language  of  the  times,  among 
whom  was  General  Ward,  in  the  Austriaa 
service,  and  his  Irish  servant  John,  M'ho 
provoked  a  sentence  against  himself,  being- 
resolved  to  perish  with  his  master. 

''  It  had  been  the  custom  of  the  wives 
and  children  of  the  prisoners  to  assemble 
ill  little  groupes  on  an  evening  in  the  lanes 
and   enclosures  opposite  the  college,   sit 

down 
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down  on  the  grass,  and  watch  tlie  oppor- 
tunity, M'hen  they  thought  they  distin- 
guished their  friends  at  the  windows,  of 
waving  handkerchiefs,  lifting  their  chil- 
dren in  their  arms,  and  making  differeat 
other  signals,  which  were  answered  by  the 
prisoners  as  well  as  they  dared.  The  preju- 
dice and  virulence  of  soii\e  wretches  in- 
duced them  one  day  to  denounce  it  to  the 
officer  of  the  guard,-  and  a  picquet  of 
men  was  afterwards  maintained,  to  pre* 
vent  any  ftmales  from  stopping  in  front 
of  the  prison.  We  were  threatened  at 
the  same  time,  that  all  the  windows, 
should  be  walled  and  grated  j  and  if  we 
approached  them,  the  sentinel  below  in- 
stantly levelled  his  musket  with  *  retires^tol  P 
**  In  order  to  find  pretexts  of  accusa- 
tion against  those  persons  whom  Robes- 
pierre s  infernal  policy  thought  it  neces- 
sary to  sacrifice,  but  v/hose.  conduct  had- 
jiot  furnished  a  thread  for  the  ingenuity 
of  Fouquiei«-Tinvillc*,  a  new  instrument 

*-Tiie  public  accuser  at  the  Tribunal  Rcvolucionaire. 

y  6  wasr 
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was  employed.  Public  informers,  called 
moLicheSy  were  introduced  under  the  guise 
of  prisoners.  It  was  these  peoples'  duty 
to  insinuate  themselves  into  the  private 
circles  of  the  detenus,  affect  an  ancient 
intimacy  with  one,  peculiar  attachment 
to  another,  profound  sympathy  for  the 
sufferings  of  a  third  ;  invective  the  go- 
vernment, the  republic;  provoke  them,  in 
a  moment  of  convivial  confidence,  to  make 
the  most  imprudent  disclosures,  and  then 
denounce  their  victims,  and  appear  against 
tliem  under  the  form  of  what,  by  a  happy 
coincidence  With  Robespierre's  policy,  is 
termed  in  England  King^s  evidence.  As 
soon  as  one  mouche  had  done  his  busi- 
ness, he  was  removed  away^  along  with 
liis  victims,  and  another  of  different 
character  and  maruiers  substituted  in  his 
stead ;  so  that  it  was  very  difficult  to 
know  these  people,  or  unless  by  the  most 
reserved  behaviour  to  keep  out  of  their 
way. 
*'  After  the  practice  had  been  kept  up 

some 
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some  time,  the  impiulence  of  one  of  these 
mouches  led  him  to  attempt  ingratiating 
himself  with  some  persons  intimately 
acquainted  with  the  old  police  of  Paris, 
in  particular  with  the  ex-minister  Destour- 
neiles,  who  ircognized  instantly  one  of 
its  ancient  inquisitors,  or  spies,  and  imme- 
diately exposed  his  mission.  In  conse- 
quence of  this  discovery,  the  measure  was 
frustrated;  and  this  means  of  extermina- 
tion being  exhausted,  a  ,niore  summary 
and  general  one  was  meditated  in  its 
stead. 

*'  Though  the  prisoners  in  general  pre- 
served their  spirits^  and  even  their  gaiety, 
for  habit  had  rendered  us  almost  insensi- 
ble to  woe  or  terror,  yet  several  suicides 
occurred.  A  respectable  elderly  man,  a 
surgeon,  had  thrown  himself  through  an 
upper  window.  The  Prince  of  Bethune- 
Charost  had  made  an  attempt  to  stab  hiirv- 
self,  but  M'as  prevented  by  the  strait 
waistcoat,  lest  the  gnrllotine  should  be 
robbed  of  its  destined  prey  ;  and  a  man 

wa» 
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was  put  to  secret^,  hanged  himself  in  his 
chamber  through  puire  ennui,  and  so.  made 
room  for  General"  Iloche,  afterwards  the 
pacificator  of  the  Vendee,  who  entered  it 
the  next  day,  on  the  same  conditions, 
though  he  was  afterwards  .  permitted  to 
join  us.  These  suicides  furnished  a  pre- 
text for  a  very  rigorous  search,  or  vi^it, 
which  lasted  twenty -four  hours,  wliereiu 
they  took  away  razors,  scissars,  pen  and 
table-knives,  and  every  tiling  they  thought 
ingenuity  could  make  a  v/eapon  of,  and 
were  careful  not  to  leave  behind  either 
'watch,  money,  silver  utensils,  assignat, 
passport,  or  carte  de  surete.  The  letter 
1  have  before  mentioned,  as  having  becK 
enclosed  by  my  deceased  fiiend  in  his 
envelope  to  the  Marchese  dlGiornata,  I 
eonfess  1   felt  apprehensions  at  this  mo- 

***Afw  auseciFeti"  which  m^ans,  committed  close  prisoner  to 
jlis  own  room,  and  not  allowed  to  commuuicate  with  the  other 
gjcisoners  till  he  had  uadsrgonean  interrogatory,  and  his  papers- 
weie  examined. 

meatc 
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nient  for  its  discovery,  though  I  atfected 
the  most  perfect  unconcern  during  the 
search;  whether  from  iUdii  non-chalancc,  or 
the  ingenuity  of  my  taylor,  and  the  flatness- 
of  the  httle  package  giving  no  appear- 
ance of  any  secret  deposit,  I  know  not, 
but  it  fortunately  escaped  detection.  The 
watch  I  had  not  about  me,  or  it  woukl. 
most  inevitably  liave  shared  in  the  general 
puiloinment;  for  on  the  night  of  my  or- 
ders to  attend  the  Comite  ReDolutiouairey 
uncertain  whether  I  might  not  encounter 
a  mob  of  pickpockets  as  well  as  mur- 
derers, (though  not  apprehending  a  deten- 
tion) I  gave  it  into  the  custody  of  our 
hostess,  to  keep  till  my  return,  saying,  as 
it  was  the  highly-prized  gift  of  our  de- 
parted friend,  I  would  not  hazard  taking 
it  with  me  where  I  was  going.  Most 
carefully  did  she  preserve  the  trusty  till  J: 
again  came  forward  to  reclaim  it. 

V  For  some  time  a  rumour  iiad  spread 
through  the  place,  that  a  general  massa- 
cre of  the  prisoners  in  Paris  was  pro- 
jected.    The   dark   despotisna  of  Robes^ 

pier  re 
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pierre  liad  excited  the  dread  and  mistrust 
even  of  his  colleagues  ;  and  in  proportion 
as  he  felt  ihe  throne  of  terror  to  shake 
under  him*,  his  atrabilious  malignity  in- 
creased. In  one  or  two  of  his  laJe  speeches, 
he  had  thrown  out  hints  little  auibiguous 
on  the  subject.  Till  thi^slast  occurrence, 
I  had  paid  no  attention  to  tlie  whispers^ 
which  flew  about,  but  I  afterwards  found 
that  others  knew  more,  and  that  the  offi- 
cers who  were  prisoners,  had  concerted 
the  means,  in  case  of  emergency,  to  hold 
out  against  a  mob  of  assassins  to  (he  Jas-t 
moment. 

**  About  this  time  the  city  architect 
was  conmiitted  here,  and  he  communi- 
cated to  us  the  conferences  he  had  liad 
with  the  municipality  on  the  subject  of 
preparing   a  grave,   without  the  barrkre 

*  For  many  days  before  this  event,  it  was  sarmised  by  many, 
that  RobespieiTc  was  precipitating  his  own  fate,  and  the  news 
penetrated  even  into  our , dark  recesses.  Two  of  the  different 
turnkeys  whispered  mysteriously  in  the  ear  of  Destournelks,  as 
they  gilded  feaifaily  past  him  in  the  corridor^  ♦  Robespierre  se 
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^ti  troni,  Fauxboui'gSt  i\ntoine,  capable 
of  receiving  thirty  tliousand  bodies,  wbidi 
might  be  interred  there.  He  had  reason 
to  believe  the  hesitation  he  used  in  this 
conference  was  the  cause  of  his  commit- 
ment. 

*'  A  day  or  two  afterwards  we  learned, 
that  all  the  female  prisoners  of  Paris  were 
to  be  transferred  to  one  place,  the  con- 
vent of  Port  Royal,  in  order,  as  it  was 
natural  to  conclude,  to  assure  tlieir  safety 
during  the  great  measure  that  was  to  have 
its  effect  on  all  the  other  prisons. 

**  In  this  situation  were  we,  when  in 
the  middle  of  the  night,  between  the  8th 
and  9th  Thermidor,  we  were  awakened 
with  the  sound  of  drums  indifferent  quar- 
ters, and  by-and-bye  abody  of  soldiers;  ac- 
companied by  numerous  flambeaux,  their 
drums  beating  a  quick  march,  passed 
before  the  prison,  and  halted,  at  a  cross 
station  at  a  very  little  distance.  The 
drums  rolled,  and  one  whom  we  took  to 
be  an  officer  made  a  short  speech,  which 

was 
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was  answered  by  the  populace  whh  loiuT 
acclamations.  All  tiuit  we  could  colle<:t 
of  (he  discourse  was,  an  expostulation  to 
the  people,  *  Foulcz  vous  un  roiy  *conlez 
*cou^  un  dictateur  T.  which  v.^as  answered' 
by  shouts  of,  ''  Non!  nan  J  non  T  on  every 
hiind.  Tb^  drums  beat  again,  and  the  pro- 
cession marched  on  to  another  (juarter. 

'*  We  passed  the  night  in  great  impa- 
tie  nee,  but  wit  bout  anxiety,  because  we 
knew  \ycU  that  a  band  of  assassins  would 
not  be  attended  with  tl>at  escort  and 
publicity;  and  on  the  other  hand,  that 
any  change  whicli  was  taking  place  must 
be  to  our  advantage,  as  nothing  could 
render  our  position  uiore  unhappy  than  it 
was.  At  length  morning  canje,  and  the 
doors  were  unlocked  ;  and  though  an  air 
of  mystery  s'«emed  to  reign  in  the  coun- 
tenance of  the  gaolers,  and  we  sx:arcely 
dared  to  interrogate  them  for  fear  of 
worse  news,  yet  in  less  than  Jialf  an  hour 
the  truth  was  known,  viz.  that  the  pre- 
cedmg    forenoon;    Robespierre,  had  been 

denouuceciL 
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cTcnounced  at  the  Convenlion,  and  com- 
mitted ta  the  Luxembourg;  from  whence^ 
having  been  rescued  by  his  partizans,  lie, 
and  the  Comite  de  Salut  Publiquty  or  at 
least  the  majority  of  its  members,  had 
constituted  themselves  in  iel)elIious  autho- 
rity at  the //o/e7  r/e?  Villc,  N\hiLh  Iiaving 
been  stormed,  many  of  tlie  conspirators 
attempted  to  destroy  themselves,  but  inef- 
fectually. Th^y  were  all  taken  aliye, 
except  Lebas,  who  succeeded  in  shooting 
himself;  and  the  two  Robespierres,  Cou- 
thcn,  Saint  Just,  Henriot,  and  their  crea- 
tures, twenty-one  in  number,  were  to  be 
executed  the  same  evening  \ 

**  I  will  only  trespass  so  far  on  your 
patience,  as  to  relate  wliat  passed  at  the 
■same  moment  at  the  Scotch  cx)llege,  where 
still  remained  a  friend  of  my  late  pupil's 
and  mine,  whom  I  had  met  there.  The 
same  mysterious'  dispositions  had  been 
remarked  there  'ioY  some  time  j)revious  to 
this  event;  and  the  conduct  of  their 
keeper,    who  had  been    changed    (Rozet 

havings 
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having  been  incarcerated  in  his  turn,  for 
shewing  too  much  leniency  to  his  prison- 
ers, and  a'still-more  ferocious  being  sub- 
stituted in  his  place)  and  that  of  his  turn- 
keys, conspired  to  make  tliem  believe 
nothing  less  than  a  septembrization*  was 
meditated.  >^t  lengtli,  on  the  8th  of 
Therniidor^  an  escort  of  gen  d'armerie 
conducted  there  Saint  Justf,  member  of 
the  Coniit6  de  Sakit  Pubhque;  he  ap- 
peared fatigued,  faint,  and  dejected.  The 
prisoners,  requested  him  to  partake  of 
some  refresliments,  when  a  body  of  horse, 
with  drawn  swords,  galloped  up  to  the 
door;  the  officers  alighted,  and  entered 

the 

*  Another  cannibal  word,  allusive  to  the  niassacres  in  the 
prisons  in  September,  17  92, 

+  This  young  man,  aged  scarcely  twenty-four  years,  of  brl^ 
liant  talentSj  the  most  exemplary,  and  even  austere  morals, 
the  huniaue  and  active  philanthropy  of  whose  character  had 
become  almost  proverbial,  v/as  perverted  in  a  few  "months  by 
aisociation  with  the  jacobin- faction,  and  the  participation  of 
absolute  sway,  into  one  of  the  most  sanguinary  and  reJentlcj* 
of  its  mcinsters. 
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tlie  prison,  demanding  imperiously  of  the 
keeper,  'ou  est  Saint  Jiistr'  He  was 
shewn  to  tliem,  when  the  commandant 
addressed  him  in  these  words,  '  Salut  et 
fraternite  de  la  part  de  Ri^bespierre,  qui 
I'attend  a  la  maison  commune,'  (Hotel  de 
Ville).  They  tookbiim  away,  as  all  resist- 
ance on  the  part  of  the  keeper,  had  he 
been  so  disposed,  would  have  been  idle, 
mounted  him  on  a  spare  horse,  and  gal- 
loped away  towards  the  Hotel  de  Ville. 
The  gates  were  immediately  shut,  and  no 
answer  returned  by  tlie  keepers  to  any 
questions  till  the  next  day,  when  tlie 
M'hole  truth  was  known  at  once,  as  it  had 
been  at  the  Carmes. 

**f  rom  that  moment  a  great  change  took 
place  in  our  favour.  The  public  opinion 
ceased  to  be  empoisoned,  and  they  whose 
friends  were  incarcerated,  were  no  longer 
restrained  by  terror  from  soliciting  their  en- 
largement. Many  were  almost  immediately 
released;  and,  as  is  usual  in  such  cases, 
it  was  no  less  the  innocence  or  sufferings 

of 
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of  the  prisoner,  than  the  zeal  and  intrigue 
of  his  friends,  that  obtained  an  early  re- 
press. In  the  mean  time,  the  hardships 
of  our  position  were  immediately  miti- 
gated ;  the  correspondence  with  our  con- 
nections was  opened  again,  and  we  were 
permitted  to  receive  succours  and  refresh- 
ments from  without. 

*'  Though  the  hydra  of  Jacobiniam 
Mas  mortally  wounded,  it  was  not  yet 
dead;  the  tail  of  Robespierre,  as  it  was 
emphatically  called,  still  shook  its  rattles. 
However,  its  efforts  were  ineffectual,  and 
our  impatience  was  soothed  by  seeing 
many  of  our  persecutors  arrive  to  take 
our  places.  Among  oth'ers,  were  con- 
ducted here  one  day,  the  whole  Comit6 
Revolutionaire  du  Bonnet  Rouge,  consist- 
ing of  five  members,  two  of  whom  con- 
fessed they  coidd  not  read.  The  presi- 
dent was  a  working  lock-smith  \  and  yet 
to  the  direction  of  tliese  illiterate  irrespon- 
sable  being?  had  been  confided,  not  only 
the  property,  but  the  .life  of  a  great  num- 

4ier 
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Ijer  of  incFividuals,  composing  one  of  the 
-most   opulent   sections  of    Paris.     Their 
situation    was    painfully  ludicrous;  some 
of  them  were  announced   as  wild  beasts; 
and  a  certain  original  was  at  the  pains  to 
cry  them   as  a   shew,  and   actually  for  a 
whole  day,  took  a  sous  a-piece  for  open- 
ing tlicir  door  and    **  shewing  the  lions." 
The  next  day  at  dinner,  the  vintner  was 
instructed  to  make  them  a  profound  bow, 
and   humbly    request   to  know,   as  these 
gentlemen  had  for  some  time  been  accus- 
tomed to  the. cellars  of  the  great,  and  had 
doubtless  *  le  bee  fin,'  what  sort  of  wine 
•might  hope  to  please   their  palate?     The 
president  was  complimented  on  his  supe- 
rior skill  at  entering  bureaus  by  the  back 
-door,    that    is,   opening  the  back    of  the 
<le^k,  to  avoid  disturbing  the  seals  he  had 
himself    placed   on  ',the    keyhole.       Our 
keeper,    Robclet,    likewise  met    with   his 
share  of  insult,  principally  on  the  follow- 
ing  occasion  : — It   had    been   remarked, 
that    from  the   time  septembi^ization  was 

in 
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ill  question,  great  difficulty  occurred  re- 
specting our  lineu;  insomuch,  that  what 
we  ought  to  receive  from  our  friends,  was 
not  delivered  till  three  or  four  weeks  after- 
wards.. It  appeared  on  enquiry,  that 
this  monster  had  made  a  practice,  in  con- 
cert witli  his  men,  to  detain  the  linen 
sent  out  for  v/ash,  and  the  clean  brought 
in,  under  pretext  of  examination  ;  and 
thus  had  accumulated  a  month's  apparel 
of  all  his  prisoners,  in  the  hope  that  when 
tlie  massacre  took  place,  he  would  have 
no  account  to  give  of  any  part  of  it.  The 
rascal,  in  short,  was  taken  by  the  throat 
by  his  own  prisoners  ;  and  after  a  gentle 
reprimand  of  us,  and  a  slight  attempt  to 
justify  him,  on  the  part  of  the  municipal 
officers,  who  heard  the  complaint,  his 
mittimus  was  made  out,  and  himself  sent 
a  prisoner  to  Saint  Lazare. 

'^During  the  remainder  of  my  deten- 
tion,  we  were  not  without  one  or  two 
alarms.  Early  one  morning,  successive 
explosions,  as  of  heavy    cannon,   became 

Iou4er 
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louder  and  louder,  till  in  a  few  seconds 
the  panes,  broke  In  shivers,  the  window^- 
tranies  burst  open,  and  the  building", 
massy  as  it  is,  shook  from  its  founda- 
tions. Our  first  tliought  was,  that  we 
were  fired  upon  with  grape-shot,  and  the 
people  in  the  chauffoir  hid  themselves 
under  their  bedding;  but  seeing  tlie  walls 
suffered  no  injur}^  I  approached  a  win- 
dow, and  observed  the  guard  below  were 
equally  alarmed.  Advancing  therefore 
to  the  west  end  of  the  room,  we  saw  an 
immense  column  of  thick  smoke,  rise  as 
to  the  clouds,  and  move,  in  almost  com- 
pact body,  awfully  and  slowly  on  to  the 
eastward.  The  drums  were  beating  to 
arms  in  all  quarters,  and  we  learned  it 
was  the  national  powder  maiiufsictory  at 
Grenelle,  about  a  mile  from  us,  that  had 
blown  up.  This  stupendous  work,  which 
the  government  was  indiscreet  enough  to 
establish  in  one  of  the  suburbs  of  Paris, 
contained  a  prodigious  quantity  of  finished 
and  unfinished  powder,  which  blev.*  up  in 
VOL.  Ill,  Q  tea 
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ten  or  twelve  explosions ;  and  of  more 
than  a  thousand  work-people  on  the  spot, 
it  is  believed  nine-tenths  were  either  killed 
or  maimed  by  the  accidents  Another 
eveiile,  a  few  days  afterwards^  \vas  occa- 
sioned by  a  dreadfid  fire,  at  the  Abbey 
Saint  Victor,  considerably  nearer. us;  but 
knowing' from  the  first  what  it  was,  ittlid 
not  excite  the  san^e  alarm.  At  length, 
after  repeated  solicitations,  on  the  part  of 
fiiends,  they  obtained  an  order  for  my 
discharge ;  and  I  was  liberated,  after  a 
detention  of  three  hundred  and  seventy- 
three  days." 

**  In  the  blood  of  the  innocent  shed  by 
Robespierre,"  vehemently  apostrophised 
Sir  Thomas,  *'  was  recorded  that  mon- 
ster's attrocities ;  and  to  the  unerring  fiat 
of  the  Eternal,  be  left  his  judgment  and 
decree!'* 


CHAP, 


THE  OLD  IRISH  BARONET,  123 


CHAP.  IV. 


"Durate,  et  vos  met  rebus  servate  secundis." 

Virgil. 

^'  The  sequel  of  my  story,"  resumed  Fer- 
dinand, *'  will  not  be  found  either  so  tedi- 
ous or  interesting-  as  that  part  of  it  I  have 
just  related.  No  sooner  was  I  released, 
than  1  repaired  to  my  ci-devant  lodgings, 
where,  in  the  rapturous  joy  of  my  good 
hostess,  her  arms  were  thrown  round  my 
neck,  and  she  wept  on  it,  as  a  mother 
would  over  the  bosom  of  a.  recovered  son. 
Among  other  things  which  she  restored  ta 
me,  were  a  parcel  of  letters,  that  had 
arrived  since  my  absence,  and  which  she 
bad  feared  to  forward. to  me.  One  of 
G  2  these 
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these  was  from  Lord  Digby,  expressing 
his  gratitude  for  my  attention  to  his  be- 
loved lamented  son,  of  which,  with  every 
other  transaction  attending  his  ilhiess,  his 
Lordship  had  been  informed  l)y  the  domes- 
tic I  have  already  mentioned,  and  mIio 
was  fortunate  enough  to  get  from  France 
almost  immediately  after  my  arrest.  It 
may  be  readily  credited,  that  1  had  no 
longer  any  desire  to  delay  in  a  country 
where  1  had  sustained  such  heavy  injuries, 
although  of  any  further  violence,  there 
was  nothing  to  be  apprehended  ;  yet  at 
all  events,  the  place  was  nut  now  agree- 
able, and  I  quitted  it  to  repair  to  Ital}^ 
After  crossing  the  Alps,  I  was  in  no  haste 
to  pursue  my  route,  as  I  found  my  atten- 
tion engaged  by  every  change  of  scenery  ; 
and  at  leisure,  viewed  and  informed 
myself  of  whatever  was  worthy  to  be 
learned;  and  in  this  manner  journeyed 
on  to  Florence,  part  of  which  route,  for 
amusement's  sake,  1  performed  on  foot. 
To  speak  without  reserve,  i  began  to  teel 

the 
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the  absolute  necessity  of  hastening  to 
present  myself  before  the  Marchese  di  Gi- 
ornata,  as  my  finances  were  considerably 
impaired  by  this  long  detention,  and  only 
snfticient  to  enable  me  to  make  a  respect- 
able appearance  at  my  introduction.  I 
was  anxious  to  procure  a  situation,  such 
as  1  had  held  with  my  late  pupil,  but 
would  make  no  application  for  one  till  I 
had  seen  this  nobleman,  being  aware  that, 
did;  he  honour  me  with  his  patronage,  I 
could  desire  no  greater  recommendation, 
nor  have  a  more  favourable  prospect  of 
succeeding.  Arriving  at  Florence,  I  hast- 
ened to  dispatch  a  note  to  the  Marchese, 
briefly  announcing  who  I  was,  and  re- 
questing permission  to  wait  on  him.  The 
answer  was  such  as  I  looked  for,  but  my 
reception  far  surpassed  what  I  could  have 
expected.  The  Marchese  had  been  some 
time  apprised  of  my  young  friend's  death, 
by  accounts  from  his  father,  in  which  his 
Lordship  again  brought  me  forward,  and 
either  through  a  parent's  gratitude,  or 
o  3-  the 
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the  partial  representations  of  the  servant, 
the  common  attentions  of  friendship  were 
magnilied  with  such  unbounded  eulogi- 
urns,  that  I  really  felt  myself  distressed 
by  them.  However,  these  strong  recom- 
mendations gained  me  the  favour  of  the 
Marchese;  nor  had  it  been  my  pupil  him- 
self who  came  forward,  could  he  have 
been  received  with  more  kindness;  he 
shook  my  hand  with  the  cordial  warmth 
of  an  intimate— *  I  have  long  awaited 
you,  Mr.  Sylvester,' said  he,  *  and  awaited 
you  witli  impatience,  anxiety,  and  fears 
for  your  safety;  thank  God,  you  are  safe, 
or  1  should  a  second  time  have  to  regret 
a  severe  calami ty^n  the  loss  of  both  my 
amiable  young  friends.  Such  I  had 
already  regarded  the  son  of  ray  good 
Lord  Digby  ;  as  such,  1  shall  be  proud 
to  acknowledge  his  no  less  esteemed  pre- 
ceptor.' 

^'  A  reception  so  flattering, ".continued 
Ferdinand,    *'  was  a  recompence  for  all  L 
had  siiifered.     The  Marchese  introduced 

me 
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me  to  Ills  fainily.  His  lady,  I  found  one 
of  the  most  amiable  of  women ;  lier 
daughter,  the  counterpart  of  her  respected 
mother,  and  need  I  say,  as  beautiful  as 
she  is  engaging  ;  but  their  son — what 
he  was,  however,  is  no  more  to  be  re- 
membered. In  the  hey- day  of  boyish 
spirits,  and  associating  with  companions 
and  connexions  (unknown  to  his  parents), 
by  whom  he  was  rather  led  away,  more 
from  a  youthful  vanity  of  emulating  their 
extravagance,  than  from  any  fixed  habits 
of  dissipation^  it  was  not  to  be  wondered 
at,  if  the  evil  was  engendered,  before  a 
knowledge  of  his  pursuits  admitted  the 
opportunity  of  repelling  them.  From  tile 
moment  of  my  introduction,  I  became, 
properly  speaking,  one  of  the  family,  as 
the  kind  Marchese  and  his  Lady  insisted 
on  my  taking  up  a  residence  at  their 
palazzo,  to  do  which,  though  I  at  first  felt  a 
little  embarrassed,  I  could  not,  after  their 
generous  friendship,  decline,  without  be- 
traying more  pride  than  gratitude  by  a 
G  4  refusal ; 
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refusal  ;  yet,  not  intending  to  remain  in- 
active, before  I  complied  with  their  invita^ 
tioii,  and  indeed,  to  remove  the  possibi- 
lity of  my  situation,  or  future  pursuits, 
being  misunderstood,  and  perhaps  here- 
after giving  offence,  I  informed  tliem  it 
was  my  intention  and  wish  to  obtain  a 
private  tutorship.  From  the  Marchese's 
reply,  I  presume  he  understood  my  mean- 
ing. *  Well,  well,  Sylvester/  said  he, 
*  we  shall  think  about  it;  I  know  wliat 
your  intent'ions  arc  as  well  as  yourself; 
but  that's  no  obstacle  to  your  present 
compliance  with  your  friends'  wislies.' 

*^  I  had  nothing  more  to  say,"  added 
the  narrator,  **  and  therefore  from  that 
day  was  an  inmate  of  the  palazzo.  Here 
I  learned,''*  with  all  the  aggravations  of 
distress,  that  the  exalted  minds  of  his 
parents  so  acutely  felt  the  unhappy  dere- 
liction of  their  only  son,  which  they 
themselves  had  but  lately  come  to  the 
knowledge  of,  and  to  which,  while  their 
sentiments  of  i;ectitude  and  virtue  forbade 

them 
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them  being  wilfully  blind,  their  affection 
and  tenderness  equally  repelled  any  harsh 
measures  for  reclaiming  him.  Not  to  l^e 
prolix,  after  some  hesitations,  of  delicacy 
on  the  part  of  the  Marchese  and  Mar- 
chesa,  for  asking  nie  to  undertake  so  un* 
propitious  a  charge,  I  was  appointed,  as 
his  Excellenza  pleased  to  designate  me,  the 
Mentor  of  their  son.  1  fortunately,,  (and 
to  say  truth,  it  was  the  happiest  forerunner 
of  our  hopes)  I  fortunately  pleased  the 
Signor  Leonato  di  Giornata,  atid  we  be- 
came the  best  of  friends.  IViy  first  mea- 
sure was  to  enter  with  him  into  the  society 
of  his  dissohite  companions,  whose  cha- 
racters I  easily  developed  ;  a  set  of  deli- 
berate sharpers,  and  unprincipled  courte- 
zans, supporting,  an  appearance  of  con- 
sequence by  the  pilfel^  of  every  inexperi- 
enced wealthy  youth  they  could  entangle 
in  their  snares.  It  was  no  very  diificult 
task  to  recall  the  wandering  senses  of  my 
pupil,  when  once  his  eyes  were  opened  to 
the  infamous  plans  laid  for  his  destr^c- 
9  5  tioni 
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tion  ;  but  the  discovery  of  his  own  blind 
infatuation,  and  the  baseness  of  his  former 
bosom  friends,  together  with  the  immense 
debts  he  had  contracted,  and  the  fear  of 
his  father's  indignation,  operated  most 
powerfully  on  his  mind,  and,  in  the  con- 
Diet,  occasioned  a  severe  and  tedious  in- 
dispositioUj  which,  however,  as  it  termi- 
nated v/ithout  any  dangerous  conse- 
quencesi,  proved  another  haj^py  circum- 
stance towards  finally  reclaiming  him. 
On  his  recovery;  he  threw  himself  at  his 
father's  feet,  confessed  his  late  errors, 
and  solemnly  a])jurcd  them  forever.  He 
was  forgiven,  without  even  a  word  of  re- 
proach, and  his  debts  all  paid,  except 
those  peculiarly  denominated  debts  of 
ho?iour,  which  fashionable  gamesters  con- 
tract with  fashionable  sharpers,  at  tlie  ex- 
pence  of  every  sentiment  that  could  jus- 
tify the  appellation." 

/*  Honour!"     impetuously   interrupted 
Sir  Thomas.      ''How  dares  an   unprinci- 
pled' profligate  aifix  the  term,  whose  com- 
panions 
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panions  at  tlie  gambling- table  are  the 
midnight  plunderer,  and  the  public  assas- 
sin ;  who,  while  he  insolently  denies  access 
to  the  plebean  rascal  of  an  honest  trades- 
man, to  whose  industry  his  family  at  home 
owe  their  common  support,  meets  at  the 
same  hour,  perhaps,  the  mortgagee  of  his 
estate,  and  raises  more  thousands  for  the 
])ayment  of  his  last  night's  debt  of  ho  no  111% 
and  ere  long,  probably  sends  his  brains 
after  them  with  the  trigger  of  his  own 
pistol,  when  his  means  no  longer  give 
him  footing  at  the  rendezvous  of  iniquity, 
or  maintain  immaculate  his  honour!  O, 
prostitution  of  the  word,"  added  the  indig- 
nant Baronet,  'Svhen  the  titled  gamester 
sinks  far  below  the  scoundrel  with  whom 
he  associates  r' 

''In  the  house  of  this  charming  fa- 
mily," went  on  Ferdinand  in  his  narra- 
tion, '^I  resided  more  than  three  years, 
and  had  the  pleasure  to  witness  the  happy 
refoimation  in  Signor  Leonato*s  charac* 
ter,  which  exalted  him  as  much  above 
G  6  what 
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%vhat  he  had  been,   as  he  M'as  still  inferior 
to  what  he  now  is,   by  which  he  became 
at  once  the  happiness  of  his  relatives,  and 
an  orAament  to  his  illustrious  house.     He 
was  nov/  of  an  age  and  experience  to  con- 
duct himself,   and    I   considered    my  at- 
tendance on  him  no  longer  necessary.     I 
was  the  first,  therefore,  to  propose  resign- 
ing  my   charge,   conceiving   that  other- 
wise I  should  hold  a  sinecure.     Leonata 
expressed  a  desire  to  visit  many  places  in 
his  own  country,  and  afterwards  extend 
his   views   through   France,    to  which   a 
willing  assent  was  given  by  his  parents, 
and  a  splendid  establishment  allotted  him. 
The  Marchese,  however,  hinted  to  me  his 
wish  that  I  should  accompany  his  son  ; 
.  but  I  was  of  opinion,   that   by  doing  so, 
I  should  probably  give  hina  a  suspicion  his 
stability  was  yet  doubted;   and  that  1  was 
placed  as  a  spy  on  his  actions  :  this  by  no 
means  accorded  with  my  own  feelings,  or 
-shewed  a  proper  dependence  in  him  ;  and 
it  was  more  generous  he  should  be  left 

fre€ 
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free  from  all  appearance  of  restraint.     The 
observation  was  allowed  to  be  just,  and 
the  father  remained  satisfied,  that  the  rec- 
titude of  his  morals  was  not  again  to  be 
shaken.     liaving,    by  the  munificence  of 
the    Marchese,    realized  a   sufficiency   to 
enable  me  to  gratify  the  desire  I  had  of 
extending   my  knowledge  of   Europe,   I 
purposed  roving  about  some  time,   before 
I   entered  into   any    other  engagement ; 
but    on   mentioning   my  removal,   it  was 
strenuously  opposed  both  by  the  Marchese 
and  his    Lady,   as   well  as  Signora  Anto- 
nietta,   who  protested  against  every  thing 
of  the  sort ;  and  in  fact,  so  absolute  were 
they    to  detain   me   entirely  with    them, 
that  I  was  for  some  time  debating  within 
myself  how  I   could  evade  their  friendly 
solicitations,  without  the   implication    of 
ingratitude.      While    my    heart    and    my 
judgment  alternately  wavered  in  a  deci- 
sion, my  happy  stars  once  more  befriended 
me,   by  bringing  me  to  the  acquaintance 
cf  our    worthy    Mr.   Miilbank,   who    be- 
came 
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came  desirous  of  placing  under  iny  care  a 
juvenile    relation,    his    nephew^.,  and   his 
offers  \\ere  as  liberal  as  liis  manners  were 
frank,   and    his  friend sliip'  sincere.     Our 
iiuUual  liking  increas^sd  at  every  meeting; 
and  from  the  moment  he  mentioned  Ire- 
land as   his   place  of  lesi^lence,    I   found 
my  ideas  irresistibly  impelled  towards  that 
country.     The  Alarchese,  who  objected  to' 
my  (jui^tling  his  protection  for  any  other 
even  i?;  Italy,  v/as  of  course  still  more  averse 
to  my  removal  to  such  a  distance ;  and  in 
sliort,    I  was  obliged   to  make  my  congee 
by  letter,   as  I  had  not  resolution  person- 
ally to  oppose  his  generous  solicitations, 
or   advance   any    argument,  that   I    was 
aware  would   be    ineffectual ;  for  to  say, 
did  I  remain  under  his  hospitable  roof,  I 
must  consider  myself  a  dependant,  would 
have   been   to   injure   his  friendship,   and 
deliberately  insult  the  feelings  of  my   no- 
ble friends ;  yet  I  cotild  look  on   myself 
in   na-  other   point  of  view,   and   thougli 
honoured  with  ihtir  esteem,   should  sUil 

be 
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be  vSensible  to  a  deficiency  of  my  ozvn\ 
With  Mr.  Millhank,  therefore,  I  came 
to  Ireland,  where  my  engagement  \\\{\\ 
lum  was  hkewise  cancelled,  by  an  event 
I  need  not  repeat;  but  his  friendship 
remained  unabated,  and  through  it,  I  was 
honoured  with  the  notice  of  my  inesti- 
mable benefactor,  Sir  Thomas  O'Calla- 
ghan.  What  the  result  has  been,  I  will 
not  oppress  his  generous  feehngs  by  recapi- 
tulating, nor  indeed,  could  I  do  justice 
to  my  own,  by  any  attempt  to  express 
them." 

*'  Upon  my  word, "  said  the  Baronet,  **  I 
bhould  have  felt  it  a  severe"  reflection  on 
my  discernment,  liad  I  been  less  sensible 
to  your  merits,  Ferdinand,  than  your 
other  friends,  nor  do  I  tlfink  it  any  vio- 
lent exertion  oi*  my  penetration,  to  have 
been  able  to  discrirninate  as  clearly:  but 
1  hate  flattery  as  I  hate  the  devil,  so  you 
were  right  in  keeping  back  your  eulo- 
gium,  or  1  should  begin  to  doubt  the 
correctness  of  my  judgment.   Now doyou 

know," 
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know,"  continued  he,  smiling,  ^^  had  I 
been  the  Marchese  di  Giornata,  I  should 
be  confoundedly  angry  at  tlie  scurvy  trick 
you  plaml  me,  not  that  I  can  regret 
your  having  done  so;  and  theu  so  cava- 
lierly to  turn  your  back  on  the  Marchesa 
and  her  beautiful  daugliter.  O  !  thou 
insensible  block  of  marble — had  I  been  in 
your  situation  !  but  what  signifies  talking 
about  it?  to  inhabit  the  house  xi'hh  such 
a  gill,  1  would  have  forborn  every  other 
>vish  for  ever." 

'^ Bravo!"  exclaimed  Captain  Sylves- 
ter. 

**  Really,"  cried  Ferdinand,  **  I  don't 
know  how  all  this  may  end,  Sir  Thomas  : 
the  Lady  Antonietta,  I  think,  should  be 
apprised  of  her  conquest,  that  the  may 
know  how  to " 

*'To  xenerate  it,  perhaps  you  would 
say,'^  hastily  interrupted  the  Baronet. 
*'  None  of  your  sarcasms,  Mr,  Ferdinand; 
I  am  not  so  cold  as  you  have  tacitly 
avowed  yourself  to  be,  by  thirty  degrees; 

that's 
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that's  pretty  nearly  the  difference  uf  our 
years  ;  and  to  let  you  into  a  secret,  not 
only  the  lovely  Antonietta  herself,  but  the 
Marchese  and  Marchesa,  are  a}Dprised  of 
my  sentiments  for  tlieir  daughter;  and  if 
1  do  not  persuade  to  emigration,  this  non- 
pareil of  beauty  and  amiability,  why  I'll 
give  you  leave  to  clap  a  fooTs  cap  on  my 
head,  and  kno\s^  me  ever  after  by  the 
tinkle  of  its  beils." 

**  Indeed  !"  exclaimed  Ferdinand;  *'can 
you  possibly  be  Serious,  Sir  Thomas?" 

.  ^*  Indeed,"  repeated  Sir  Thomas,  with 
well-affected  gravity;  *'and  wliy  not, 
young  Sir?  Let  me  tell  you,  whatever 
7/ou  may  think  of  tiie  matter,  my  years^ 
on  wliich  I  suppose  you  would  insinuate 
my  disappointment,  are  the  best  preten- 
sions to  my  success ;  for  if  I  were  a 
younger  man  — whew  !  — I  might  go  whis- 
tle for  my  chance." 

''  Well,  Sir  Thomas,"  said  Ferdinand, 
*'  I  wish  you  success  with  all  my  heart." 

*'Aye!   though  you  even  doubt  it,  as 

1  Ci^ 
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I  can  perceive  by  the  corner  of  your  eye, '' 
replied  the  Baronet;  *' but  I  have  not 
acquainted  EHeiryet  with  vny  in-tcntion, 
tliougli  r  dare  to  say  it  will  be  no  dis- 
agreeable surprise  to  her." 

**  I  am  sure  siie  will  rejoice  in  any  cir* 
cumstance  tliat  contributes  to  your  happi- 
ness,-' answered  Ferdinand;  "nor  shall 
I  anticipate  your  own  disclosure  to  her  of 
this  one." 

"That's  just  what  I  was  going  to  cau- 
tion you  on,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  "  as  I  do 
not  intend  coming  to  an  explanation  till  I 
have  adjusted  some  other  preliminaries." 

"And  in  the  meanwhile, "said  the  elder 
Sylvester,  v.dio  did  not  appear  to  give  as 
much  credit  to  the  Baronet's  words  as  his 
son,  "  I  have  seme  business  to  adjust  in. 
town,  and  must  set  about  it  before 
dinner." 

"  And  ril  go  out  with  you,"  rejoined 
Sir  Thomas,-  "  as  1  have  something  to  say 
to  you  in  private;  besides  1  want  to  call 
at  SheffielcKs  lodgings,  to  enquire  whether 

ha 
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he  is  returned  from  his  country  party  yet ; 
though  I  su[)pose  if  he  was,  we  should 
see  hi  in  here." 

**  His  Lordship  is  as  good  a  fellow  as 
ever  lived,"  remarked  Ferdinand,  **  and 
as  little  vain  of  his  rank  as  any  young 
nobleman  I  ever  met  with." 

**  That  is  what  truly  stamps  his  conse- 
quence," replied  the  Baronet;  "for  I 
never  saw  a  mushroom  of  quality,  men  or 
women,  yet,  that  did  not  tarnish  their 
honours  with  the  insolence  of  their  |)ride. 
A  truly  nohle  character  disdains  to  pique 
himself  on  so  casual  an  advantage,  or  be- 
cause thexhances  of  birth  give  him  prece- 
dence in  the  v»o\ld,  to  think  he  is  to  trample 
undcr-foot  the  humbler  claimant  of  the 
tvorld's  unequal  gifts.  Lord  Sheffield  is 
indeed  an  unexceptionable  character,  in 
this,  as  1  believe  in  every  other  instance; 
and  I  could  not  have  a  better  proof  of  his 
judgment,  than  in  his  selection  of  our 
amiable  Emily  Millbank." 

**  It  v/as  always  the  wish  of  Mr.  Mill- 
bank 
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bank  that  such  an  event  sh'ould  take 
place,"  said  Ferdinand;  "though  the 
peculiar  delicacy  of  his  situation,  i'lom  the 
time  his  I:ords]iip  became  his  ward,  made 
him  Ycry  tenacious  on  the  subject.  Lord 
Sheffield  had  seen  Ivliss  Millbank  two  or 
three  times  during  his  minority,  and  when 
she  was  at  school  in  Dublin,  as  likewise 
when  he  was  under  the  tuition  of  Doctor 
Clayiield.  His  father's  death,  and  the 
termination  of  his  minority,  took  place 
within  tlie  first  year  of  your  quilting  Ire- 
land, Sir  Thomas,  as  ^Ir.  Millbank's  let- 
ters informed  me,  and  he  came  immedi- 
ately from  Oxford  to  Mi  11  bank -PI  ace,  for 
the  settlement  of  his  Irish  property,  which 
that  gentleman  had  the  particular  arrange- 
ment of;  and  here  we  are  to  suppose  that 
the  juvenile  attachment  was  ripened  into 
a  more  serious  and  lasting:  one." 

*'i\nd  I  trust  a  happy  one,"  replied 
Sir  Thomas,  "  for  they  are  worthy  of 
jeach  other ;  but  allons  done,  Sylvester. 
This  son  of  your's  would  keep  me  prating 
.       .  all 
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all  day,  if  my  senses  did  not  sometimes 
get  a  fillip  from  my  recollection.'* 

No  sooner  had  the  hall-door  shut  out 
the  two  old  gentlemen,  than  P'erdinand, 
more  impatient  to  see  Miss  O'Callaghan, 
and  if  possible,  learn  the  true  cause  of  her 
low  spirits,  than  to  examine  the  book  of 
fate  wherein  was  contained  his  future  for- 
tune, took  a  survey  of  the  drawing-room, 
from  the  drawing-room  examined  the 
parlour,  then  peeped  into  tlie  boudoir,  and 
from  thence  investigated  every  winding 
of  the  garden.  The  object  he  searched  for 
met  not  his  eager  view,  and  by  the  same 
unsuccessful  range,  \  he  traced  his  steps 
back  again  till  he  reached  the  door  of 
Ellen's  dresbino'-room,  at  which  he  srentlv 
tapped,  anfl  the  fair  absentee  presented 
herself  to  open  it.  She  started  at  seeing 
who  it  was,  and  blushed  with  a  degree  of 
confusion,  that  would  have  appeared 
strange  to  him,  did  he  not  suspect  it  to 
arise  from  a  different  motive  than  the 
actual  one. 

**  I  have 
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*^  I  have  been  seeking  you,  my  dear 
Mks  O'Callaghan,'*  said  he,  "  to  offer 
you  my  arm  in  a  turn  through  the  gar- 
den;  you'are  not  well,  nor  in  good  spi- 
rits, and  secluding  yourself  in  your  cham- 
ber will  neither  renovate  those,  nor  con- 
tribute to  restore  your  health.  Come," 
he  added,  affecting  a  smile,  **  shew  me 
you  are  not  displeased  at  my  officiousness, 
by  accepting'  my  services." 

**I  have  had  a  bad  head-ache  all  day," 
she  answered,  blushing  yet  deeper  at  the 
little  deviation  from  truth,  *'and  ima- 
gined an  hour's  repose  would  relieve  it ; 
but  to  prevent  your  thinking  me  offended 
by  your  friendly  attention,  I  will  accom- 
pany you;  the  air  maybe  some  service 
to  me." 

She  put  her  arm  through  his,  and  they 
descended  to  the  garden.  A  turn  or  two 
was  taken  in  silence,  Ellen  hardly  ven- 
turing to  raise  her  looks  from  the  ground, 
lest  her  companion  should  penetrate  into 
her  thoughts;  yet  those  thoughts  so  con- 
fused I  v 


THE  OLD  IRISH  BAnONET,  143' 

fdsedly  blended,  that  it  would  have  re- 
quired a  supernatural  ap:ency  to  follow 
tlieir  track. __  Ferdinand  laFd  his  disen- 
gaged hand  on  lier's  that  was  through  his 
arm. 

*'  My  dear  Miss  O'Callaghan/'said  he, 
with  peculiar  tenderness,  *'  will  }ou  par- 
don the  anxieties  of  Friendship,  if  I  pre- 
sume to  intimate  mine,  awakened  from  a 
doubt  of  your  being  perfectly  happy?" 

*'  Indeed  I  will,"  she  answered  ;  '^but 
your  kind  interest  makes  you  apprehensive 
without  any  cause,  for  I  am  not  un- 
happy." 

*'  It  rejoices  me  to  hear  you  say  so,"  he 
replied,  ''as  I  confess,  that  from  some- 
thing your  father  said  this  morning,  I 
was  alarmed  lest,  notwithstanding  his 
general  philanthropy,  he  had  overlooked 
the  most  material  object  towards  his 
daughter's  future  peace  and  felicity;  but 
I  ask  his  pardon  for  a  too  hasty  suspicion; 
1  ought  to  have  reflected  that  no  .concern 

is 
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is  SO  dear  to  his  heart  as  what  relates  to 
her." 

*'  He  is  the  most  indulgent — the  best 
of  fathers,"  rejoined  Ellen;  **  even  to 
the  follies  of  his  daughter  he  is  gene- 
rously kind— perhaps  too  jnuch  so.''  She 
sighed.  His  recent  declaration  in  her 
favour  gave  energy  to  her  words,  while 
perhaps  an  apprehension  of  its  being  una- 
vailing called  forth  the  truant  evidence  of 
her  heart's  secret  oppression. 

They  were  again  silent  for  some  time, 
Sylvester  deeply  lost  in  thought,  and 
Ellen,  wishing  to  divert  her  mind  by  con- 
.V  versation,  yet  hardly  knowing  what  sub- 
ject to  start.  i\.t  length  she  said,  *'  I\lay 
I  ask  Mr.  Sylvester,  whether  the  impor- 
tant packet  is  to  be  opened  this  evening? 
for  I  avow,  that  my  curiosity  to  know  its 
contents  is  as  ardent  as  was  ever  any 
daughter  of  Eve's?'* 

^'  Not  so  is  mine,"  replied  Ferdinand. 
*^I  shall  experience-no  happiness  from  its 

prosperous 
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prosperous  disclosure — no  disappointment 
from  the  reverse.  The  horizon  of  my 
youth  was  shadowed  b}^  mystery  and  diffi- 
culties, and  the  opening  prospect  presents 
a  disaster  that  may  for  ever  obscure  \i% 
brightness." 

'*  On  the  contrary, '*  said  Ellen,  ''I 
think  it  wears  every  favourable  appear- 
ance ;  for  if  the  words  of  a  penitent 
offender  are  to  be  credited — and  why 
should  they  not  ? — 3^our  claims  in  life  are 
of  a  superior  nature,  and  their  establish- 
ment as  certain." 

*'  Except  on  my  father's  account,"  said 
Sylvester,  **I  have  no  ambition  to  cer- 
tify them.  A  few  hours  have  indeet! 
damped  the  ardour  of  my  hopes,  by  frus- 
trating my  dearest  one." 

**  You  are  inexpHcable, "  observed  Ellen. 

^*  So  I  have  long  been,*'  rejoined  Ferdi- 
nand, **and  so  perhaps  I  must  ever  re- 
r/iain,  by  my  situation  in  life,  however 
improved.  A  few  hours  ago,  and  I  con- 
fess the  bright  sunshine  that  beamed  on 
.   Vol.  Ill,  n  my 
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my  existence  raised  my  ideas  to  the  high- 
est pitch  of  mortal  felicity.  Thty^e  Tcvv 
hours  have  destroyed  the  eheiiahtd  illu- 
sion, and  ilo  worldly  ao-giandi^eQitut  can 
compensate  for  its  overthrow," 

'^  Indeed  !*exclaimed  Ellen,  tbrgetting 
her  own  immediate  concerns  in  the  atten- 
tion to  his;  *'  you  alarm  nie,  S\  Ivester — 
your  looks — your  manner,  and  words, 
bespeak  despondency — what  calandty  has 
^  bO  recently  occurred  to  create  it?  Surely 
it  cannot  be  that " 

Ellen  faltered  and  hesitated  ;  when  Syl- 
vester impatiently  asked,  *'\VIiat  would 
Lliss  O'Callaghan's  unfinished  sentence 
imply  ?" 

**  An  apprehension,"  resumed  she, 
timidly,  *'  that — that  your  disappointment 
— your — your  gloomy  presage^have  their 
source  in  a  person  you  once  particularly 
alluded  to." 

'*  Neither  are  you  iii,*rrcr/*  he  replied, 
catching-  at  her  meaning.  *'  Long,  very 
long  have   I   cherished  at  my   heart  an 

affecti*oii 
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affection  for  one  of  tlie  most  aitit^  s 
lovely,  aiul  perfect  of  your  sex  ;  nor  hcul 
I  the  power,  or  even  the  wish,  to  repel  it, 
though  conscious  the  loved  i.bject  was  far 
beyond  my  reach  ;  yet  I  liad  sui^cient 
resohition  to  conceal  the  secret  in  tiie 
bosom  that  nourished  it.  It  is  nosv 
interwoven  with  my  existence;  one  can 
cease  but  with  the  other.  If  last  nigh.t's 
astonishiHO'  events  floated  into  my  wan- 
dering thoughts,  visionary  possiinh'ties  and 
-airyliopes!  what  must  be  ijiy  despondence 
to-day,  that  I  have  every  reason  to  be- 
lieve them  for  ever  annihilated.!'' 

The  tone  of  voice  with  which  these 
Avords  were  uttered,  the  dejected  look  that 
accompanied  them,  gave  to  Elien*s  sensibi- 
lity a  pang  more  acute  than  she  had  ever 
before  felt.  All  self-consideration  was 
forgotten;  Sylvester  was  wretched;  but 
that  she  was  not  the  cause  of  it,  .she 
'could  now  be  certain;  and  in  the  i^uddeii 
impulse  of  her  thoughts  she  as  hastily  ex- 
claimed, ^'  1  iie  lady  is  married  !  then  in- 
H  "^  deed 
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deed  can  you  experience  little  happiness 
from  worldly  honours." 

Ellen  spoke  from  her  own  feelings,  and 
her  manner Avas  as  impressive  as  her  words 
Avere  energetic.  She  blushed  through  a 
consciousness  of  their  being  so;  but  her 
embarrassment  was  unnoticed  by  Sylves- 
ter, who  replied  to  her  ohservation— 

*'  She  is  not  y-et  married,  though  how 
500ii  she  may  be,  I  know  not.  I  can 
only  say,  that  there  is  every  probability 
of  such  an  event  being  in  contempla- 
tion." 

^*  And  why,^'  cried  Ellen,  '^  why  not 
ascertain  your  hopes,,  before  they  are  lost 
forever?" 

''  Dare  I,  Miss  O'Callaghan,"  said  he, 
*^  dare  I  have  the  temerity  to  advance 
between  an  assuredly  superior,  and  proba- 
bly a  favoured  rival,  while  yet  my  tempo- 
ral concerns  are  undecided  ?" 

"If  they  can  bias  her  inchnations," 
answered  Ellen,  "  be  she  whom  slie  may, 
she  is  iinworthy  of  your  aifectionS;  and 

if 
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if  they  cannot,  this  is  the  only  moment 
to  prove  it,  while  yet  you  can  present 
yourself  with  honour.  By  the  informa- 
tion you  have^  I  presume  the  lady  is  iiv 
ilorence  ?" 

Without  replying  to  the  latter  interro- 
gation, Sylvester,  wh(>  appeared  stroagly 
agitated,  said,  **  And  should  my  presump-^ 
tuous  attempt  be  repulsed  with  disdain,  O 
Miss  O'CaVlaghan,  how  dreadful  to  me- 
would  be  her  resentment  I  I  coutd  witb 
more  fortitude  hear  of  her  happiness  as  a 
wife,  than  bear  her  contempt.  Tkaty  not 
all  my  boasted  philosophy  could,  patiently 
endure." 

*'  You  are  acquainted  with  the  lady's; 
disposition,'*  said  Ellen,.  *' and  therefore^ 
more  competent  to  judge  what  might  be 
the  result,  whether  it  fxivoured  or  rejected 
,  your  suit;  yet  I  can  hardly  suppose,  that 
a  person  so  pecuh'arly  distinguished  by 
you,  could  be  otherwise  than  amiable  iq^ 
ail  situations." 

K  S.  Elleui 
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nien  had,  during  this  dialogue,  taken  a 
seat  on  a  bench  in  an  ah  ove,  and  Sylvester, 
whose  ac-ions  expressed  irresolution  and 
ai)p!ehensk)n,  oc"^asiona]ly  seated  himself 
bcs'de  her,  or  with  qaickand  uneven  steps, 
paced  t lie  little  path  in  front.  As  she  con- 
cluded her  last  sentence,  he  rushed  from 
the  bower,  and  as  suddenly  re-entered  it, 
"when,  ^vith  as  rapid  a  movement,  he  was 
at  her  feet,  both  her  hands  clasped  In  his, 
as  with  a  hurried  and  unsteady  voice,  he 
exclaimed,  ''  Ellen,  you  have  overset  the 
prudential  reasonings  of  my  judgment, 
the  guard  that  for  three  years  has  care- 
fully sealed  my  lips,  and  tenaciously 
directed  rny  conduct.  If  at  this  moment 
I  avow  1/ou  to  be  the  worshipped  object  of 
my  eternal  aifections,  drive  me  not  from 
your  presence  in  resentment,  but  act 
yourself  as  you  vrould  another  should 
have  done." 

Ellen   had  no  longer  power  to  act  as 

herself,    or  as   any   other   person.      Her 

■  head 
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head  fell  on  the  shoulder  of  Sylvester — 
her  face  was  a  deadly  white,  and  she 
scarcely  gave  symptoms  of  res|>iration. 

*'  Ellen  !  beloved,  adored  Ellen  1"  ex- 
claimed the  kneeling  lover,  as  he  sup- 
ported her  with  one  arm  round  her  waist, 
the  other  holding  her  cold  nerveless  hand. 
Yet  many  an  ardent  lover  may  here  be 
apt  to  doubt  Sylvester's  enthusiastic  pas- 
sion, when  we  say,  that  holding  his  nearly 
inaniiiiate  love  to  his  breast,  her  beau- 
teous face  close  to  hisj  he  never  once  pre- 
sumed to  approach  his  lips  to  her,  or  take 
advantage  of  her  insensibility,  by  at- 
tempting a  liberty  he  would  not  dare 
offer  at  any  other  moment. 

Ellen  raised  her  head  from  where  it  had 
reclined,  and  the  object  that  met  her  eye,, 
as  she  looked  above  his  shoulder,  was  her 
father,  who,  standing  at  the  entrance  of 
the  alcove,  was  intently  viewing  the  in- 
*!^resling  scene  within  it.  Confused — 
bewildered — her  senses  not  yet  recovcr^-d 
from  tlieir astonishment,  a-nd  hardly  credk- 
H  4  ina 
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ing  the  unexpected  happiness  that  had 
cnt  ranced  them,  no  sooner  had  she  encoun- 
tered her  father's  looks,  than  bounding 
from  the  embrace  of  Sylvester,  she  was 
rushing  from  the  alcove  as  the  Baronet 
caught  her  in  his,  and  prevented  her  fur- 
ther flight.  She  hid  her  burning  face  on 
his  bosom — **  My  father,  my  dearest  fa- 
ther/' she  softly  whispered,  as  she  clung 
with  her  arms  round  his  neck  for  support 
and  refuge. 

Sylvester  in  the  meanwhile  had  re- 
sumed his  feet^  and  though  we  cannot 
say  he  looked  like  a  culprit  who  had  been 
caught  in  the  fact,  yet  he  certainly  dis- 
played less  of  the  philosopher,  than  his 
accustomed  appearance  bespoke;  but  he 
neither  trembled  like  a  criminal,  nor  fal- 
tered like  a  fool,  when  Sir  Thomas,  with 
one  of  his  wise  faces,  that  presented  more 
gravity  than  he  either  felt  or  wished  to 
feel  (for  he  enjoyed  the  scene  in  his 
sleeve),  with  an  air  (X  importance  ad- 
dressed Ferdinand  by,  **  Well,  Mr,  Sylves- 
ter, 
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ter,  ancK  what  have  you  to  say  for  your- 
self?" 

•*  Notlring  in  extenuation  of  my  con- 
duct, Sir  Thomas,.''  he  firmly,  hut  respect- 
fully replied.  '^  To  attempt  it,  would  be 
an  insult  to  you,  and  no  less  a  degrada- 
tion to  Miss  O'Callaghan  than  ^to  my- 
self." 

^'Then,  Sir/'  said  the  Baronet;  *' I, 
am  to  understaiid  by.  your  reply,  that, 
having  avowed  yourself  the  lover  of  and 
to  r^Iiss  O'Callagiian,  you  will  not  eat 
your  words  in  presence  of  licr  father?'' 

*'  In  presence  of  no  man,  Sir  Thomas," 
he  answered;  **  for  th'ongh  it  is  in  your 
power,  and  may  be  your  wish  to  punish 
me  for  my  temerity,  Iglory  in  the  avowal 
of  an  affection  that  does-  honour  to  my 
liead  and  my  heart." 

**  Had  we  not  better  go  into  the  house; 
iQy  dear  father  ?"  said  the  still  tremblino- 
Ellen,  who,  howe'/er,  wished,  while  she 
feared,  to  prolong  this  eventful  meeting, 

**  We    will    re-enter    the  -alcove,"    re-- 
ii^3  turned 
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turned  the  Baronet^  leading  her  at  the- 
same  time  forwards.  **  I  must  follow  up., 
this  strange  subject  before  we  se})arate/'    •, 

The}'  sat' down ;  Ellen  at  one  s-ide  of 
Sir  Thomas,  rfstino;her  head  on  hisshonl- 
der,  and  Sylvester  at  the  other,  silently 
awaiting'  a  verdict,  that  be  aiDprehencied. 
would  doom  his  future  days  to  wretched- 
ness. 

''  Have  you  considered,  Mr.  Sylves- 
ter,'* resumed  the  Baronet,  **v.ho  Miss. 
O'Callaghan  is,  and  what  are  her  preten- 
sions?" 

*'  I  am  fullv  aware  of  them,  Sir  Tho- 
mas,"  he  replied.  *'  jNIiss  OX'allaghan, 
independant  of  every  other  advantage,  is 
my  superior  in  fortune  :  and  should  7?2i?2Q, 
present  no  better  aspect  than  its  present 
one,  1  can  have  nothing  to  otier  her,  but 
a  hcc: rt  tenderly  and  affectionately  de- 
voted to  hei-,  that  1  am  not  vain  enough 
10  flatter  myself,  under  present  ciicumi- 
stances,  ihe  would  condescend  to  accept, 
QY  il'SLt  ;y>u  would  approve.     In  thatcase, 

my 
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my  only  hope  is,  that  she  meet  through 
life  the  ha])piness  she  so  pre-eminently 
deserves ;  :;^id  with  your  forgiveness,  and 
her's,  for  having  imprudently  betrayed  ' 
my  own  seeret,  I  shall  become  a  self 
exile,  and  never  again  intrude  myself  in 
the  presence  of  friends  so  dear,  so  re- 
spected,  and  so  beloved." 

**  Miss  O'Callaghan,  I  imagine,'^  said 
t]ie  Baronet,  'Mias  neither  accepted  nor 
rejected  your  olfering.  I  do  not  com- 
mand hci  feeJingSy  rfjough  I  may  her 
obedience,  and  she  is.  at  liberty  to  speak 
her  sentiments.'' 

^'  O,  my  dearest  father, "faintly  articu- 
lated poor  Ellen. 

.  **'  Come.  Eilen,'*  proceeded  Sir  Thomas, 
'*  Mr.  Sylvester  has  offered  you  his  heart; 
what  have  you  to  bestow  in  return  for  the 

gift?- 

Silvester  looked  at  the  Baronet.  lie 
thouglit  him  satirical,  and  a  momentary 
flash  of  offended  pride  shot  across  lus 
face.  '1 

B  6  ''  Sir 
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'*Sir  Thoinas,'' he  firmly  pronounced, 
*'  if,  guided  by  the  unconquerable  destiny 
that  attends  our  Hvcs,  or  ir>ipelled  by  the 
ijncontroulable  feelings  that  govern  our 
senses,  my  aifectibns  have  too  apparently 
decreed  my  misery,  caii  yon  sport  witli 
feelings  already  too  deeply  implicated  for 
my  peace  ?'* 

'*  Certainly  not,"  ans-v/ered  the  Baro- 
net ;  *'  but  I  have  asked  Ellen  a  question, 
and  must  entreat  of  her  to  reply  to  it." 

**  O!  my  father,  do  not  insist  on  it," 
she  imploringly  whispered  to  him.  *'I 
cannot — indeed  I  cannot — you  know.'* 

*'I  know  I"  he  repeated  aloud.  -*  I 
know,  that  when  any  person  refuses  giv- 
ing an  answer  of  some  kind,  we  are 
left  tO  form  our  own  conjectures ;  and  if 
a  young  lady  perseveres  in  silence,  when 
she  is  requested  to  reply  on  a  subject  of 
the  heart,  it  is  a  tacit  avowal  that  si^e 
does  not  dislike  the  lover ;  for  if  she  did, 
there  would  be  tears,  expostulations,  re- 
monstrances^   and    a   thousand   other   et 

cetcras 
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ceteras  resorted  to  ;  now  this  not  being  the 
case  at  present,  I  shall  take  upon  me  to 
deliver  your  sentiments  in  a  few  words* 
*  If  I  had  your  permission,  my  dear  fa- 
ther, I  should  acknowledge  that  I  think 
!Mr.  Sylvester  deserving  my  approbation  ; 
l;'jt  without  your  sanction  to  it,  I  would 
not  dare  encourage  hopes  that  might  incur 
your  displeasure  and  resentment.'  Am 
I  rigiU,  Ellen?  Wliat^  still  silent !  then 
VvA  sure  I  can't  be  wrong.  Now  having 
siipposed  you  said  sO;  here  is  my  answer. 
'Ellen,  the  predominant  wish  of  my  soul, 
on  this  side  tlie  grave,  is  to  see  you  in  the 
protection  of  a  man  of  honour,  a  man  of 
sense,  and  a  man  who,  chosen  by  your 
own  heart,  and  you  by  his,  gives  promise 
of  making  you  a  happy  wife.  Fortune 
can  be  no  object,  where  your  own  is  so 
ample ;  and  titles  I  consider  as  chance 
advantages,  wliich  may  be  purchased, 
and  are  therefore  of  less  consideration  ; 
not  that  if  a  certain  person  could  place  a 
coronet  on  your  head,  I  am  apt  to  believe 
3  you 
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you  would  sluink  from  the  wei£;ht  of  its 
honours.  Hov/ever;  whether  he  ever  does 
or  nof,  I  care  but  little,  'dn  mv  brows  will 
not  be  encumbered  by  it.'  Tlius  replying 
to  your  tacit  avowal,  my  Ellen,"  conti- 
nued he,  taking  a  liand  of  her's^  and  an- 
other of  Sylvester's,  *'  with  my  full  con- 
sent and  approbatian,  I  sanction  your 
Biutual  attachment,  and  thus  join  your 
liands,  to  ratify  my  act  aad  desd,"v/hiGh 
he  did,  adding,  *'  aud  may  the  blessing 
my  ]i|)s  pronounce,  and  my  heart  bestows, 
accompany  you  both  through  life!" 

Sylvester — but  it  would  be  impossible 
to  speak  ^vhat  he  felt,  or  pour  tray  his 
>  looks— and  Ellen,  though  anticipating 
in  some  degree  this  denouement,  yet  it 
arrived  so  suddenly,  th;U  her  ndnd  wa.s 
not  prepared  to  meet  it  with  compo- 
sure. 

Her  father,    who  saw    and.  pitied    her 

.  agitation,  said,   **  Retire  to  your  chamber 

now,  my  love ;   collect  your  ^spirits,   and 

recover  your  tranquillity,   for  we  cannot 

dispense 
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dispense  with  your  company  at  our  even- 
ing's meeting.  You  know  there  are  many 
great  iliscoveries  in  expectation ;  and 
thougli  tb.cre  should  be  sunie  disappoint- 
ment attcnt{ini>*  the  i>r:uRl  climax,  vet  we 
are  still  as  we  are;  and  if  we  are  not  con- 
tented, we  justly  deserve  to  be  miserable. 
Sylvester  remains  here  with  me>  lest,  did. 
he  undertake  conducting  you  to  the  gar- 
ilcn-gate,  he  niight  perc/iancc  lose  his 
way  in  the  maze.  Ami  mind  what  I  say, 
botli  of  you  ;  no  particular  attention  or 
asaidiiities  this  evening;  I  must  have  my 
own  way,  for  I  am  an  odd  fellow  at  tinies, 
and  besiiles  youMi  have  time  enough  to 
play  the  fool  together,  for  Miss  O'Calld- 
g/ian  shall  return  to  Princely  HalL  Don't 
look  so  blank,  Sylvester;  I  expect  we. 
shall  be  there  within  the  ensuing  twelve- 
month." 

•'  Tlien  permit  me  to  attend  her  now  to 
the  garden-gate,"  said  Sylvester,  *'and  I 
promise  not  to  lose  myself,  nor  prolong, 
my    return,    to   you.     Our   dear    young 

friend, 
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friend,  you  know,  rs  not  quite  well,  andl 
requirt's  some  support/' 

**  Well  well,  go  then,"  cried  the  Baro» 

r.et,    *'  and-  I  give  yon  a  minute  and  a 
half  to  be  back  again/' 

Sylvester  flew  to  avail  himself  of  the 
permission ;  neither  he  nor  Ellen  spoke 
till  they  reached  the  little  nominated  bar- 
rier, when,  stiil  holding  her  hand,  he 
softly  pronounced,  "  Say,  my  adored- 
Ellen,  that  this  precious,  gift  of  the 
dearest  of  parents  is  followed  by  the 
concurrence  of.  your  own  invaluable 
heart?" 

5he  smiled,  with  so  sweet  an  affection 
beaming  from  her  half-upraised  eyes,  as 
would  have  convinced  him  of  it  equally 
to  a  volume  of  protestations  ;  Ijut  with- 
drawing her  hand  from  his,  *'  My  father 
gave  it,  Sylvei>ter,"  said  she,  **  and  I 
ratify  his  gift,  by  again  presenting  it  to 
you/*  which  she  did,  an<l  he  rapturously 
kissed  it. 

**  My    own    Ellen  f''    he    exclaimed,-. 

but 
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but  had  time  to  add  no  more,  as  she 
hastily  disengaging  herself  from  his 
hold,  retired  precipitately  towards  the 
house,  and  he  returned  to  join  the  good 
old  Baronet  in  the  alcove. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP.    V. 


It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  Ellen^  with 
all  her  magnanimity,  or  Ferdinand,  with 
his  stock  of  philosophy,  felt  themselves  so 
perfectly  disembarrassed  since  their  recent 
scene  in  the  garden,  as  to  be  able  to  in- 
terest their  thoughts  towards  any  other 
subject  at  present ;  yet  that  scene  so 
quickly  following  the  Baronet's  explana- 
tion with  his  daughter,  left  no  obstacle  to 
proceeding  in  the  grand  discovery.  When 
Sir  Thomas  requested  a  private  conference 
with  Captain  Sylvester,  it  was  for  the 
intent  and  purpose  of  letting  him  into  a 
secret,  of  which,  before  he  spoke  three 
words,  the  Daronet  found  was  no  secret  at 

4  all 
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ill  lo  him,  as  his  own  observations  had 
ilready  discovered'' 'what  Ellen  and  Ferdi- 
nand thought  nobody  knew  but  them- 
selves. Sir  Thomas  rephed  to  Captain 
Sylvester's  penetration  by  one  of  his  saga- 
cious whistles,  and  then  briefly  proceeded 
to  state  his  own  former  and  present  opi- 
nion on  the  subject,  subjoining  these  to  a 
request,  that  a  day  or  two's  grace  might 
be  given  him,  till  he  could  delicately  ma* 
nage  a  full  explanation  of  the  business. 
The  concurrence  of  both  fathers  met  each 
other's  more  than  half  way  ;  but  Sir  Tho- 
mas was  invested  with  full  powers  .to  ar- 
range the  aifair  agreeably  to  his  own 
wishes  ;  therefore,  having  nothing  further 
to  discuss,  the  tvvo  gentlemen  parted,  and 
the  Baronet  repaired  to  the  lodgings  of 
Lord  Sheffield  ;  there  he  learned  that  his 
Lordship  was  not  yet  arrived  in  town,  but 
expected  by  the  dinner  hour,  when  he  left 
a  message,  inviting  bim'tojoin  his  party, 
and  returned  home.  This  return  proved 
fortunate;    for  learning  that   Ellen  and 

reiclinaud 
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Ferdinanfl  had  walked  into  the  garden,  he 
followed  them  thither,  without  any  imme- 
diate design,  and  chance  accelerated  his- 
wishes,  in  a  manner  most  unlooked  for, 
and  in  a  way  that  excluded  all  previous 
&rms.  This  point  being  settled  to  the 
satisfaction  of  all  parties,  there  was  no- 
thing further  to  oppose  the  opening  of  the 
eventful  packet  ^  but  as  it  was  naturally 
concluded  that  the  young  lady  and  gentle- 
man's nerves  were  not  quite  tranquillized 
to  give  it  present  attention,  they  agreed 
to  defer  its  reading  to  the  next  day,  and 
as  Lord  Sheffield  was  considered  as  one  of 
their  party,  to  inform  him  what  had  takeii' 
place  since  his  absence,  for  the  better  elu- 
cidating what  was  to  come.  His  Lordship- 
appeared  just  as  the  Baronet  and  his 
friends  sat  down  to  table,  and  in  the  even- 
ing, when  Ellen  bad  withdrawn  (who  was 
shortly  after  followed  by  Ferdinand)  the 
late  transactions  Avere  made  known  to 
liLRU  With  the  most  unbounded  satis- 
faction did  he  learn  the  happiness  of  Fer- 

dinand 
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<]iiiand  Sylvester,  and  the  prospects  of  his 
superior  fortunes. 

'*If/'  he  exclaimed,  **(as  pray  Hea- 
ven it  may  be  so)  the  impending  devel- 
lopement  gives  to  our  youn;^  friend  that 
rank  in  life  he  so  pre-eminently  merits,  I 
shall  hope  to  be  placed  within  Iris  sphere, 
and  follow  the  track  of  so  bright  an  orna« 
ment  to  nobihty." 

**  I   never  doubted   the  correctness  of 
your  judgment,  Lord  ShetKield/'  said  the 
Baronet,  *'  or  tlie  goodness  of  your  under- 
standing; yet,  though  I  even  had,   your 
^^resent   observation  would    have    been  a 
sujfticient    proof  of   my  error.     You  are 
somewhat  a  younger  man  than  Ferdinand 
Sylvester;   you  are  the  first  favourite  of 
an  old  friend  of  mine,  and  1  believe  not 
the    last  with  a  young   one  of  Ellen's^ 
therefore  must  be  certain  that,   independ- 
ant  of  yourself,    I    should,  from    those 
causes  alone,    highly  esteem  y^u ;    and, 
were  you  my  own  son,  Sheffield,  the  surest 
way  to  preserve  my  favour  would  be  by 

forming 
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forming'  your  character  on  the  principles 
of  one  so'  eminently  entitled  to  our  re- 
spect, and  deserving  of  imitation." 

"  At  ieast,"  replied  his  Lordsliip, 
*^  thongh  with  all  my  endeavours  I  never 
can  be  the  prototype  of  Ferdinand  Sly- 
vest  er,  I  am  fully  assured  that  I  shall  make 
him  my  model,  for  it  is  long  since  that  I 
have  learned  to  estimate  his  good  qualities 
by  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Millbank,  before  I 
became  personally  acquainted  with  him- 
self ;  nor  can  I  believe,  Baronet,  that  our 
old  friend  would  burthen  you  with  the 
acquaintance  of  my  foolish  Lordshij),  had 
it  not  been  in  the  expectation  that  I 
should  he  benefited  by  your's,  and  the  so- 
ciety of  your  inmate's." 

*'  I  never  pay  compliments/'  said  Sir 
Thomas,  smiling^  **  and  therefore,  all  I 
shall  say  is,  that  I  don't  think  you'll  dis- 
honour the  peerage/' 
»  The  fallowing  day  being  agreed  on  to 
©pen  the  packet^  our  party  met  at  break- 
fast, which  having  concluded,  Ferdinand 

presented 
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presented  to  his  father  the  volume  of  their 
destiny,  by  wiiom  its  seals  were  hx^oken, 
when  he  returned  it  into  the  hands  of  his 
son,  and  delegated  him  th.e  reader.  Th-e 
attention  of  every  person  present  was 
drawn  into  one  focus  ;  and  all  with  palpi* 
taring  hearts  awaited  the  important  con- 
tents, which  Ferdinand,  with  a  clear  and 
audible  voice,   proceeded  to  make  known. 


PACKET^ 

To  be  delivered  info  the  hands  of  the  person  commonly  knowri 
•  by  the  name  of  Adolphus  Sylvestrr,  late  Captain  in  the  — ♦ 
regiment  of  foot,  belonging  to  his  Britannic  Majesty;  or 
who  if  not  forthcoming  within  the  term  of  seven  years  frona 
its  date,  to  be  opened  foi  the  use  of  his  son,  Ferdinand  Syl- 
vester, or  k^^  heirs, 

**  Don  Juan  de  Caatalla,  a 
grandee  of  Spain,  rcbiding  in  the  city  of 
Madrid,  was  a  nobleman,  of  the  first  dis- 
tinction.' .  To  the  national  priS^  of  the 
Sj^aniai  d,  he  joine<l  an  hereditary  haughti- 
ness of  character,  that  was  cherished  by 

the 
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the  influence  he  held  at  court,  and  his 
power  as  a  supreme  judge  of  the  inquisi- 
tion ;  which  together  made  him  as  much 
lieared  by  1iis  inferiors  as  he  was  flattered 
Tind  caressed  by  his  equals.  He  married 
a  lady  descended  from  royal  blood,  whose 
prefinminant  trait  was  a  bigoted  fanaticism 
for  the  religion  she  professed,  which  led 
her  to  believe  salvation  was  endangered 
by  connecting  or  associating  with  those 
out  of  its  pale.  Two  children  were  the 
fruits  of  this  union,  a  boy  and  a  girl ;  the 
former,  born  first,  inherited  by  nature  his 
mother's  opinions  and  father's  haughti- 
Dess;  but  the  latter,  three  years  younger, 
shewed,  from  her  earliest  age,  a  happy  me- 
dium between  the  two  characters.  This 
daughter  was  named  Isabella,  after  an  aunt 
of  her's,  a  younger  sister  of  Don  Juan, 
who,  from  the  moment  of  its  birth, 
evinced  towards  her  infant  relative  a 
lively  ilwction,  that  progressively  in- 
creased with  her  years,  and  never  knew 
any  change.     This  lady  had  herself  but 

attained 
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attained  the  age  of  twelve  at  tb.e  birth  of 
her  niece,  and  before  she  had  completed 
her  twentieth,  was  a  wife  and  a  widow* 
She  had  married  Don  Antonio  de  Gon- 
salvcz,  her  equal  in  rank,  and  a  nobleman 
little  inferior  to  his  brother-in-law  in 
power.  His  fortunes  were  considerable, 
and  at  his  death  the  greater  portion  of 
them  devolved  to  his  lady,  without  any 
restriction  or  limitations.  They  had  been 
affectionately  attached  to  each  other,  aud 
without  exhibiting  any  absurd  affectatiori 
of  grief,  the  youthful  widow  mourned  her 
loss  with  sincerity:  though  in  the  full 
bloom  of  life,  with  beauty  and  wealth  to 
engage  a  train  of  suitors,  she  evinced  her 
respect  for  Don  Antonio's  memory,  by 
never  making  a  second  clioice.  From  the 
period  of  her  widowhood,  the  young  Isa- 
bella became  the  sole  object  of  her  love; 
nor  was  she  happy  but  when  permitred  the 
society  of  her  beloved  ciece.  •'feoniia  Isa* 
bclla  de  Gonsalvez  was  as  affable  in  her 
manners,  and  as  little  the  slave  of  reli*- 
VOL.  III.  I  gious 
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gioiis  prejudices,  as  her  brother  and  his 
lady  were  the  reverse ;  and  probably,  un- 
less on  her  niece's  account,  she  had  pre- 
served no  great  intimacy  with  this  part  of 
her  family,  as  Don  Juaw  was  no  tavourite 
with  her,  and  his  wife  she  more  than  dis- 
liked ;  their  son  Alonzo,  her  nephew,  was 
yet  a  greiiter  ojbject  of  her  disapprobation ; 
yet  for  the  sake  of  Isabella,  she  suffered 
policy  to  guiiie  her  conduct,  and  rather 
courted  than  shunned  their  society.  This 
lady's  usual  resiflence  was  just  without 
and  adjoining  the  city  of  Madrid,  where 
she  was  sometimes  indulged  with  the  com- 
pany of  her  little  tavourite  for  months 
together ;  but  it  was  not  with  the  concur- 
rence of  Donna  Constantia  de  Castalia 
that  those  visits  were  allowed.  The  mo- 
ther dreaded  the  effects  of  so  strong  an 
intimacy  with  a  person  whose  religious 
«eal  bore  so  little  proportion  to  her  own  ; 
and  woulcl'  have  conceived  it  an  act  of 
piety  to  dissolve  a  tie  that  threatened  to 
obstruct  those  rigid  principles  she  so  zea- 
lously 
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lously  wished  to  inculcate  in  her  daughter : 
but  to  do  this  she  had  not  the  power ;  for 
Don  Juan,  though  nearly  as  warm  a  de- 
votee as  his  lady,  jhad  nevertheless  his 
views  towards  temporal  advantage  and 
honour;  and  conceiving  that  his  sister's 
enthusiastic  love  for  their  dauohter  would 
by  no  means  tend  to  injure  her  worldly 
concerns,  he  would  allow  of  no  attempts 
to  interrupt  or  diminish  the  affectionate 
intercourse.  The  young  Isabella,  there- 
fore, reciprocally  attached  to  her  adoring 
aunt,  was  sruffcred  to  be  always  at  her 
commands,  though,  as  she  increased  in. 
understanding,  every  care  was  taken  by 
her  mother  and  her  confessor  to  impress 
on  her  mind  their  austere  doctrines.  Yet 
the  yo\ithful  Isabella  could  not  reconcile 
to  herself  the  implicit  adoption  of  a  faith, 
that  shut  out  every  other  from  the  mercy 
so  universally  hoped  for.  She  could  not 
persuade  herself  that  a  just  God  limited 
his  love  to  a  certain  description  of  his 
I  2  creatures, 
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creatures,  or  that  those  who  humbly 
sought  to  know  his  will,  should  be  ex- 
empted from  his  favour,  because  their 
honest  ju3gments  went  astray.  Isabella 
-  could  give  cre^lit  to  no  such  doctrines; 
and  as  frequently  as  they  were  recom- 
mended to  her,  took  the  first  opportunity 
of  repeating  them  to  her  aunt,  who  always 
referred  the  enquirer  to  her  own  confessor, 
a  man  of  truly  pious  principles,  and  phi- 
lanthropic disposition.  Donna  Isabella 
never  attempted,  by  advancing  any  opinion 
of  her  ^;wn,  to  refute  the  doctrines  of  her 
sister-in-law,  or  bias  her  niece's  mind 
against  their  belief;  but  she  evinced  a 
tacit  disapprobation  of  them,  by  a  religious 
adherence  to  the>more  enlightened  forms 
of  her  persuasion,  and  a  decided  con- 
tempt of  its  absurd  and  uncharitable  pre- 
judices. The  venerable  confessor  of  Donna 
Isabella  was  less  reserved  ;  he  delivered  his 
sentiments  without  restrainst,  and  in  mild, 
yet   strenuous  accents,   declared   against 

those 
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those  that  tended  ultimately  to  condemn 
the  greater  portion  of  mankind*.  Isa- 
bella was  a  convert  to  principles  so  con- 
genial to  her  osvn,  and  on  their  founda- 
tion did  she  establish  her  religious  duties, 
from  wiiich  she  never  swerved  ;  but  she  was 
cautious  not  to  betray  her  opinions,  lest 
the  consequences  should  be  an  interdiction 
against  the  comj)any  of  her  aunt.  Be- 
fore Isabella  had  attained  her  seventeenth 
year,  her  extraordinary  beauty  became  a 
themeof  general  convtTsatioD  ;  and  when- 
ever she  appeared  abroad,  crowds  followed, 
in  the  hopes  of  catching  a  glimpse  of  her 
face  from  beneath  the  envious  veil  that 
shaded  it.  She  was,  when  fully  formed, 
majestically  tall.  Dignity  was  in  her 
every  movement;  nor  could  the  most  cor- 
rect pencil  do  justice  to  her  features.  The 
dark  tint  of  her  complexion  might  per- 
haps be  said  to  militate  against  the  perfec- 
I  3  tion 

*  Thi3  liberality  on  the  part  of  a  Spanish  confessor,  almost 
surpasses  belief  j  but  ♦*  Le  vrai  est  quelques  fois  peu  viais  eoa- 
blable." 
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lion  of  her  beauty;  but  the  lustre  of  her 
full  black  eyes,  heightened  by  the  carna- 
tion of  her  polished  cheek,  received  an 
advantage  Trom  this  circumstance,  which 
a  fairer  hue  could  not  have  bestowed  ;  vet 
notwithstanding  her  unrivalled  personal 
charms,  Isabella  was  as  free  from  vanity 
as  she  was  above  the  appearance  of  affected 
diffidence.  The  world's  admiration  told- 
her  she  was  beautiful,  and  she  made  no 
parade  either  to  conceal  or  exhibit  herself: 
her  manners  were  as  engagiirg  as  her  j)er- 
son  ;  and  her  mind,  her  heart,  her  dispo- 
sition, and  her  temper,  were  richly  deser- 
ving of  so  lovely  an  exterior.  The  first 
grandees  of  S[)ain  contended  for  he>i'  fa- 
vour; even  tliose  allied  to  the  throne 
knelt  at  her  feet :  but  Isabella  disdained 
to  barter  her  probity  at  the  shrine  of  rank 
or  wealth.  She  would  not  bestow  her 
hand,  where  she  could  not  surrender  her 

affections;  nor  could    the   efforts  of  her 

» 

ambitious   parents,    or  haughty  brother, 
sway  l>er  in  its  disposal.     She  derived  no 

pleasure 
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pleasure  from  having  a  crowd  of  lovers  in 
her  train,  nor  felt  any  triumph  in  her 
conquests;  neither  did  she  trifle  witli  the 
peace  of  her  suitors,  but  with  uniforhi 
propriety  declined  their  address,  when  a 
declaration  of  their  sentiments  admitted 
the  opportunity  of  candidly  avowing  her 
own. 

*'Such  was  Isabella  de  Castalia,  tlie 
glory  of  her  friends — the  almost  wot- 
shipped  object  of  her  aunt's  affections,  who 
did  not  hesitate  to  declare,  that  having 
no  chiUh'en,  her  niece  sliould  !)c  her  heir. 

**  About  this  period,  ^nd  at  a  lime 
that  Isabella  was  making*  a  iono:  visit  to 
her  beloved  aunt,  there  appeared  at  the 
house  of  the  latter,  a  young  gentleman; 
most  particularly  and  highly  introduced 
by  letters  to  her  acquaintance;  he  was  au 
Irishman  of  immense  fortune^^  and  greater 
expectations,  only  son  to  a  nobleman  of 
that  country,  and  his  name  the  Honour- 
able Mr.  Netterville." 

I  4         ''  Netterville," 
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*-Netterville,'*  hastily  repeated  Sir  Tho- 
mas ;    '^  Netterville,  did  you  say?" 

*'Yes,"  replied  Ferdinand,  '*Netter- 
vflle  it  is.'  Do  t/ou  know  any  thing  of 
the  name,  Sir  Thomas  ?'* 

'^Know!"  again  echoed  the  Baronet, 
**yes,  and  well  too;  but  go  on,  I  am  im- 
jDatieat  for  the  sequeL" 

*'This  gentleman,"  proceeded  Ferdi- 
nand, reading,  '*  this  gentleman  M'as  a 
counterpart  of  the  beauteous  Isabella,  and 
where  two  such  attractive  beings  met 
each  other  free  of  any  prior  attachment, 
it  is  not  to  be  wondered  that  a  reciprocal 
affection  should  be  the  result.  It  proved 
so;  and  the  tender  bond  that  united  them 
by  a  similarity  of  taste,  sentiments,  and 
disposition,  was  not  to  be  weakened  by 
parental  authority,  or  severed,  except  by 
death.  But  Mr.  Netterville,  unfortunately, 
professed  a  religion,  whose  very  denomi- 
nation sounded  as  a  passport  to  perdition 
in  the  ears  of  his  lovely  mistress's  family  ; 

though 
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though  not  )  ntil  their  hearts  were  irrevo- 
cably exchanged,  did  tliis  portentous  ob- 
stacle to  their  hopes  flash  on  the  mind  of 
Isabella,  when  the  vivid  enchantments 
of  a  youthful  passion  became  suddenly 
clouded,  by  a  conviction  that  her  parents 
approbation  would  never  sanction  the 
apostate  choice  of  her  heart.  Three 
months  tender  and  delicate  intercourse  had 
gone  over,  in  which  time  their  mutual 
attachnient  was  perceived  and  approved 
by  Donna  Isabella,  to  whom  her  niece 
looked  up  as  to  a  tender  mother;  and 
guided  by  her  approbation,  she  hesitated 
not  to  promise  her  lover  that  she  would 
marry  no  other. 

^*  The  busy  tongue  of  Rumour  now  ije- 
gan  to  spread  about  the  attachment  of 
Netterville  and  Isabella,  lie  was  the^ob- 
ject  to  which  many  a  biiglit  eye  liad  been 
directed,  and  to  whom  many  a  fair  har.d 
would  have  been  yyy'ivuly  extended,  al- 
though a  foreigner  and  a  protestant;  but 
to  every  other  female  attraction  he  bcvame 
1  5  insensible. 
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.  insensible,  from  the  moment  he  beheld  the 
arbitress  of  his  fate,   the  lovely  Isabella. 
Her  charms  had  long  rendered  her  an  ob- 
ject of  envy  with  her  own  sex,  and  the 
conquest  of  the  captivating  foreigner  was 
liot    to    be    calmly    overlooked    by    lier 
would-be  rivals.     Her  manifest  dereliction 
from    her  faith,  iu  encouraging  the  ad- 
dresses of  a  heretic,  was  made  the  theme 
of  ghostly  animadversion,   by  those  who, 
in  a  similar  situation-j  would  have  joyfully, 
embraced  the  error :   and  at  length,  with 
all   the   aggravations   malevolence  could 
attach  to  the  report,  it  reached  the  ears 
of  Isabella's  parents.     Thunder-struck,  o? 
rather   horror-struck,    she   was  instantly 
remanded    home    by    them,    even    while 
Donna  Constantia  trembled,  lest  the  roof 
of   the  house   should  fall  as  her  daugh- 
ter entered  it.     Isabella  obeyed  the  sum- 
i^iOns  with  a  palpitating  heart;  slie  too 
well  surmised  tlie  eatise  of  it,  and  accom- 
panied by  her  aunt,  presented  herself  be- 
fore her  parents.    The  sceuc  that  followed 

may 
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may  be  better  conceivetl  than  describfeci. 
Isabella  avowed  the  sentiments  professed 
for  her  by  Mr.  Netterville  ;  but  evaded  a 
direct  reply,  respecting  her  own,   as  she 
waited  the  moment  when  he  would  per- 
sonally come  forward  to  make  his  propo- 
sals,  when  by  their  reception,   she  would 
be  better  qualified  to  judge  what  she  should 
do.     To  say  Donna  Constantia's  religious 
fervour  was  shocked  at  the  daring  preten- 
"sions  of  an  impious  disbeliever,   would  be 
saying  little.     Had  a  legion  of  furies  been 
let   loose   on    her,    she    could    not    have 
prayed  more  fervently  for   her  emancipa- 
tion from  them,   than  she  did  to  be  pre- 
served from  the  snares  of  this  artful  here- 
tic.    She  raved,   inveighed,   and  prayed; 
in  this  she  was    assisted    by    her  equally 
infatuated  son;   and" it   was  only  the  }>e- 
remptory  commands  of  Don    Juan,   that 
could  prevent  her  anticipating  Mr.  Net- 
terville's  inter^tions,  by  an  insulting  mes- 
sage.    Don  Juan  had  yet  sense    enough 
to  see.  that  such  a  proceeding  v/ould    inc- 
i  ^  -     vitably 
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vkably  embroil  him  with  a  person  who, 
liitherto  at  least,  had  not  derogated  from 
the   character   of  a  gentleman :    but   as 
poor  Isabella  was  considered  the  ostensi- 
ble person,  on  her  head  fell  the  full  weight 
of  their  resentment.     Her  aunt  was  very 
laconically  desired  to  quit  the  house,  and 
never  to  re-enter  it — a  mandate  that  she 
waited    not   a   second    time    to  hear  re- 
peated ;  but  with  peculiar  ceremony  made 
her  exit;   not  attempting  to  take  any  par- 
ticular leave   of  Isabella,     The    unfortu- 
nate  Isabella,   after    being   compelled  to 
listen   to    the    bitter   invectives   levelled 
against  Netterville,  heard  the  decree  that 
doomed  herself,  unless  by  penitence  she 
made    restitution    for    the   horrible    im- 
piety of  which  she  had  been  guilty,   in 
.suffering  the  seductive  advances  of  a  vile 
contemner  of  the  faith. 

**  Against  these  severe  reflections,  the 
threats  of  placing  her  in  a  convent  for 
life,  as  an  expiation  of  her  offence  to  Hea- 
ven, and  the  cruel  taunts  of  her  brother, 

who, 
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who,  exclusive  of  his  bigotry,  was  jealous 
of  her  interest  with  their  aunt,  poor  Isa- 
bella had  nothing  to  offer  in  her  defence ; 
yet  slie  still  indulged  the  possibility  of  her 
luver's  being  able  to  mitigate  these  un- 
just prejudices,  or  perhaps  of  his  adopting 
the  most  certain  means  of  conciliating 
their  favour. 

*'What  Mr.  Netterville  might  have 
done,  had  his  reception  from  the  family 
been  such  as  his  station  in  life  was  enti- 
tled, and  his  deportment  as  certainly  me- 
rited, it  is  impossible  to  say.  The  expe- 
dient was  never  tried.  He  appeared,  the 
day  after  Isabella's  return  home,  at  the 
mansion  of  her  father,  notwithstanding 
that  from  the  report  of  his  friend,  the 
Donna,  her  aunt,  he  had  little  or  no 
hopes  of  success;  yet  still  determined  on 
making  the  trial.  His  lovely  mistress 
was,  however,  safe  from  his  view,  a  close 
prisoner  in  her  own  apartment,  committed 
to  the  charge  of  an  austere  morose  du- 
enna. 
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'*Mr.  Netterville's  suit  was  in  vain — 
his  proposals  were  rejected  with  contempt 
— his  noble  offers  of  settlements  disdained  ; 
and  his  religion,  the  bane  to  his  wishes, 
arraigned  with  all  the  acrimony  of  fana- 
tic fury.  He  therefore  fled  the  house, 
disgusted,  indignant,  and  so  justly  in- 
icensed,  that  nothing  short  of  his  fears  for 
Isabella  prevented  him  from  expressing 
his  resentment  in  a  far  more  serious  man- 
ner than  by  silent  contempt ;  but  he 
dreaded  lest  she  might  become  the  vic- 
tim-of  any  violent  measures,  and  on  her 
account  suspended  for  the  moment  the 
pursuit  of  any  further  steps  on  the  sub- 
ject. 

**  The  confinement  of  Isabella  was 
daily  and  hourly  rendered  more  disagree- 
able, by  the  repealed  insults  of  her  bro- 
ther, and  the  reproaches  of  Donna  Con- 
stantia,  by  whom  she  understood  that 
her  imprisonment  was  to  last  as  long  as 
Mr.  Netterville  remained  in  the  country  ; 
and  even  then,  it  remamed  yet  undecided, 

whether 
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Avhetli^r  she  was  not  to  enter  a  convent. 
Indeed,  to  speak  the  truth,  the  rigour  she 
was  treated  with  far  exceeded  the  offence, 
and  tlie  illiberal  taunts  of  her  moiiier  and 
brother,  at  once  cruel  and  unnatural; 
excej)t  these,  the  confessor  of  the  f6rmer, 
and  the  old  deputed  abigail,  were  the  only 
]:)ersons  allowed  to  enter  her  apartment^ 
from  which  she  was  never  suffered  to  re- 
move, even  to  take  the  air  in  the  garden. 
The  only  request  Isabella  nriade,  was  for 
permission  to  see,  or  write  to  her  aunt; 
but  this  trifling  demand,  that  in  any  shape 
could  be  combined  with  no  sinister  de- 
signs, since  the  meeting  might  be  re- 
stricted to  the  presence  of  the  family,  or 
the  writing  be  under  their  inspection,  was 
not  only  peremptoril}^  denied,  but  made 
the  plea  for  further  restraint;  and  poor 
Isabella  not  only  heard  her  solicitation 
rejected,  but  underwent  the  accusation  of 
its  being  connected  with  some  artful  plan  ; 
ri\\{\  to  increase  her  distress,  was  told,  that 
not  only  now,  but  hereafter,  all  connection 

or 


1S4;  THE  OLD  IRISH  BAHONET. 

or  correspondence  between  her  aunt  and 
her  was  totally  at  an  end.  How  Isabella 
received  this  unkind  and  cruel  decree, 
only  her  awn  heart  that  felt  it,  could 
rightly  tell ;  yet  she  never  murmured  at 
these  violent  proceedings,  or  mentioned 
tlie  name  of  Netterville.  She  was  mildly 
amenable  to  the  directions  of  her  ghostly 
father,  who,  notwithstanding  he  was  in* 
vested  with  fidl  powers  to  exercise  over 
her  the  most  rigorous  authority,  had  nei- 
ther the  inclination,  nor  the  necessity  to 
adopt  such  severe  measures  as  the  family 
Avibhed  him  to  do;  he  could  only  admo- 
nish and  advise,  for  Isabella  shewed  no 
appearance  of  her  religious  principles  being 
shaken ;  therefore,  on  that  head,  the 
ghostly  director  had  nothing  to  reprove. 
"Four  months  thus  passed  over,  when  a 
report  prevailed  of  Mr.  Netterville's  hav- 
ing quitted  Madrid,  in  extreme  indigna- 
tion at  the  persevering  cruelty  of  Isa- 
bella's parents  to  iier ;  that  the  son,  he 
considered  as  beneath  his   resentment;  or 

chastisement, 
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chastisement,  being  but  a  boy,  under  the 
dominion  of  piide  and  priestcraft,  and  the 
type  of  u  weak  and  bigotted  mother.  As 
Mr.  Netterville  was  never  known  to  have 
employed  any  direct  or  indirect  strata- 
ji'ems  to  communicate  with  his  enca^'ed 
mistress,  it  was  presumed  that  he  had 
resigned  all  thoughts  of  her,  and,  indeed, 
of  this  his  departure  was  an  indubitable 
testimony ;  that  he  was  positively  gone, 
admitted  not  a  doubt;  yet,  not  till  three 
months  after  his  departure  had  been 
fully  ascertained^  was  Isabella  permitted 
to  quit  her  chamber,  and  even  then,  only 
as  caprice  dictated,  either  for  a  walk  in  an 
extensive  garden  behind  the  mansion,  or, 
perhaps  in  condescension  that  she  should 
appear  at  dinner,  without  either  speaking, 
or  been  spoken  to ;  she  withdrew  to  her 
apartment  immediately  after  it,  where  she 
was  invariably  locked  in  by  the  duenna. 
*'  At  length  Isabella  was  informed  by 
her  parents,  after  a  prudential  remark  on 
their  own    goodness,    in    giving   her  the 

liberty 
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liberty  of  choice,  that  she  had  the  at* 
temative  of  either  marrying  a  certain 
grandee,  who  formerly  proposed  himself 
for  her,  and  had  again  renewed  his  so- 
licitations, notwithstanding  her  delin- 
quency, or  take  the  veil,*  to  deliberate 
on  which  she  was  allowed  three  months, 
but  to  believe  that  this  determination  was 
irrefragable.  Isabella  attended  to  this 
decree,  with  the  same  passive  respect  she 
had  hitherto  observed  ;  it  did  not  appear 
to  alarm,  or  disconcert  her,  but  on  the 
contrary,  as  if  only  a  confirmation  of 
what  she  expected.  The  result  proved, 
however,  that  when  all  parental  kindness 
was  thrown  oft,  there  were  no  longer  any 
filial  obligations  of  duty  to  be  observed. 
*'  Just  at  this  period,  Don  Alonzo,  her 
brother,  went  to  Seville,  to  take  possession 
of  a  property  left  him  by  some  relation, 
and  he  departed  without  Isabella's  receiv- 
ing the  lionour  of  his  adieu ;  however, 
•we  must  suppose,  that  wliatever  pique 
she  might  feel  at  this  deliberate  neglect 

of 
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of  her,  it  was  amply  compensated  by  the 
pleasure  she  experienced  at  his  departure. 
From  Mr.  Netterville,  nothing  further 
could  be  apprehended,  as  it  was  nearly 
ten  months  since  his  dismissal,  and  above 
five  since  his  departure  from  Madrid. 

**  Don  Alonzo  had  been  about  a  fort- 
night arrived  in  Seville,  when  one  memo- 
rable morning,  Isabella's  appearance  be- 
low was  unusually  prolonged.  The  du- 
enna was  summoned  to  enquire  into  the 
cause  ;  but  it  was  found  that  she  had  not 
yet  quitted  her  bed,  and  was  so  fast  asleep, 
she  could  not  be  awoke.  The  key  of  Isa- 
bella's apartment,  which  she  always  se- 
cured under  her  head,  was  therefore 
ordered  to  be  taken  by  one  of  Donna 
Constantia's  women,  who,  as  it  was  so 
very  late  in  the  day,  was  to  hasten  with 
her  young  lady's  breakfast.  The  woman 
found  the  key  where  it  was  deposited  ; 
but  instantly  returned,  consternation  on 
her  face,  and  terror  trembling  through 
her  limbs. — Isabella  was  not  to  be  found! 

and 
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and  so  securely  had  she  made  her  escape, 
that  not  a  vestige  could  be  iraced  of  ho\v^ 
or  by  what  means  she  had  effected  it. 
She  had  t^ken  nothing  with  her;  not  even 
the  cloaths  she  wore  the  day  before, 
Avhich  were  thrown  on  her  bed,  that  it 
was  evident  she  had  not  that  night  laiti 
in.  The  casements  were  secured  within, 
the  door  double  locked  without ;  yet  fled 
she  was,  though  every  place  was  still  as 
strongly  barricaded  as  the  most  jealous 
vigilance  could  wish. 

''  To  describe  the  various  passions  tliat 
agitated  the  over- reached  parents,  would 
be  impossible.  Donna  Constantia  had 
not  even  power  to  pray,  so  convulsed  was 
she  with  rage.  Suspicion  instantly  at- 
tached to  Donna  Isabella  de  Gonsalvez, 
as  being  accessary  to  their  daughter's 
elopement,  and  thither  Don  Juan  imme- 
diately repaired  ;  he  found  his  sister's  house 
shut  up,  and  its  only  inhabitant  an  old 
woman,  who  could  give  no  other  account 
of  her  mistresS;   than  that  she,    attended 

by 
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by  all  her  household,  had  been  gone  from 
thence  upwards  of  six  weeks,  on  a  visit  to 
her   estates,   M^hich   she    generally    made 
once  every  two  or  tlnee  years.     Of  these 
periodical   visits,   Don  Juan  knew,  there- 
fore   v/as    not  surprised    at    this    intelli- 
gence;  bat  as  his  sister's  estates  were  va- 
riously disposed,   some  at  the  extremity  of 
Spain,   and  others  nearer,  to  follow,  with- 
out a  direct  clue  for  finding  her,   would 
be  unavailing ;  besides,   it   was  now  very 
much    to    be    doubted    whether     Donna 
Isabella  had  any  share  in  the  transaction 
or  not.     Don    Alonzo    was    immediately 
written   to,   and  desired   to  come  home; 
and   in   the   meanwhile,    an    examination 
took  place  amongst  all  the  servants  of  the 
houseliold,     but    without    attainins:    any 
information  :  yet  still  suspicion  attached 
itself  to  Mr.  Netterville,   although  on  the 
most  diligent  enquiry,    it  was  made  mani- 
fest that  he  quitted   the  place  at  the  pe- 
riod before  mentioned,  and  accompanied 
i'by  every  individual  of  his  suite.     Alonzo 

returned 
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returned  home  as  speedily  as  possible,  and 
more  violent  in  his  resentment,  if  possi- 
ble, than  was  his  mother:  he  was  for  im- 
mediately pursuing  the  fugitive  to  Ireland, 
whither  it  was  conjectured  she  had  fled; 
but  ignorant  as  he  was  of  the  country, 
its  laws,  and  language,  this  plan  was  ob- 
jected to,  and  a  more  effective  and  re- 
venv>eful  one  deliberately  laid  down. 
Alas,  in  the  accomplishment  of  it,  another 
person  was  called  in,  who  but  too  suc- 
cessfully assisted  its  vengeance:  but,  before 
every  thing  was  finally  arranged  for  the 
commencement  of  this  diabolical  scheme, 
a  singular  occurrence  took  place,  which 
at  once  put  an  end  to  doubt,  and  con« 
firmed  the  truth  of  their  suspicions. 
Amongst  a  number  of  other  letters  one 
day  handed  to  Don  Juan,  was  one  in  au 
unknown  hand,  in  which,  on  opening, 
>ver^  read  these  words :  — 

*  Your  cruelty  to  aa  ami- 
able and  deserving  daughter,  has  driven 

her 
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her  from  her  paternal  home;  she  has 
quitted  it  without  regret,  and  without 
remorse.  Isabella  Netterville  is  safe  from 
your  power,  or  your  resentment/ 


**  By  whom,  or  how  this  billet  was  con- 
veyed, no  person  could  tell,  because  none 
of  the  domestics  had  made  any  particular 
observations,  where  so  many  passed 
through  their  hands;  and  it  only  served 
to  convince  the  family,  that  there  was  a 
secret  agent  concerned  ;  though  to  disco- 
ver him,  not  all  the  subtility  of  the  In- 
quisition could  hope  to  succeed  in.  The 
whole  transaction  was,  however,  at  a 
subsequent  period,  revealed  ;  though  here, 
perhaps,  it  may  be  as  well  to  give  a  sketch 
of  the  general  plan. — From  the  moment  of 
Mr.  Netterville's  first  and  last  interview 
with  the  family,  Donna  Isabella  de  Gon- 
salvez  contrived,  and  by  the  aid  of  a  con- 
fidential ally,  successfully  executed  her 
scheme;  not  that  her  niece  would  have 

proceeded 
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proceederl  to  its  extremes,  was  it  not  be- 
come evident  to  her,  she  liad  neither  fa- 
vour nor  aiiection  to  expect  in  future 
from  her  parents;  she  therefore  submitted 
herself  to  the  direction  of  her  only  friend. 
This  ally,  whose  integrity  was  as  sacred 
as  the  promise  he  gave  of  being  faithful 
to  his  trust,  hired  himself  in  the  house- 
hold of  Don  Juan;  he  found  little  diffi- 
culty in  taking  an  impression  in  wax  of 
the  key  that  hung  from  the  abigail's  gir- 
dle, and  as  dexterously  contrived  to  get 
that  of  an  immense  huge  gate,  at  the  ex- 
tremity of  the  garden,  which  opened  into 
a  cross  road,  notwithstanding  this  key 
was  latterly  kept  by  Don  Juan.  By  ob- 
taining these,  every  thing  else  was  indue 
time  accomplished.  Isabella  had  meet- 
ings M  ith  her  lover  and  her  aunt  in  the 
garden,  when  it  was  imagined  she  was  se- 
curely locked  in.  At  one  of  those  noc- 
turnal meetings,  some  weeks  prior  to  Mr. 
Netterville's  departure  from  Madrid,  the 
venerable   confessor  of    Donna   Isabella 

repeateji 
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repeated  over  the  lovers  liie  ceremony  of 
marriage,  which,  though  not  periVct  m 
all  its  forms>  was  considered  by  them  in-* 
dissoluble;  notwithstanding  which,  they 
were  re  married  twice  afterwards,  aerec- 
able  to  the  forms  of  France  and  Ireland. 

**  Mr.  Ketterville,  however  anxious  ha 
miglrt  be  for  the  removal  of  his  lo\ely 
bride,  did  not  chuse  to  quit  Madrid  di- 
rectly, as  if  it  appeared  he  v/as  in  fear 
of  Don  Juan's  family;  he  therefore  k^^pt 
his  post  a  few  months,  in  the  style  of  a 
Piince,  and  contemplated  the  liaughty 
Spaniard  with  tjie  most  sovereign  con- 
tempt. When  he  thought  fit  to  dc-|)art 
thence,  he  set  out  with  hJs  retinue,  and 
proceeded  towards  France ;  but  having 
gone  a  sutiicient  distance,  he  sent  on  his 
s.uit-e  across  the  Pyrenees,  with  orders  to 
wait  his  coming  up  at  Saint  Afrique,  as 
lie  himself  would  coast  along  the  gulpli  of 
Lyons  from  Roses.  When  his  retinue 
was  departed,  Mr.  Netterville,  in  a  plain 
attire,  and  very    unlike  his  former   self, 

VOL,  rri.  K  took 
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took  cross  roads  to  a  house  of  Donna  Isa- 
bella de  Gonsalvez,  distant  only  three 
leagues  from  Madrid,  hut  in  a  very  re- 
tired situation,  and  Hkev/isein  a  vt:'ry  de- 
cayed btate,  OR  which  account,  she-  stldom 
went  near  t1ie  plax^e,  hut  left  it  m  chirge 
cf  an  old  woman  w to  had  lived  nany 
years  in  her  family,  and  an  whom  no 
person  but  Donna  Isabella  bestowed  a 
thought.  This  old  personage  had  a  inost 
invincible  antipathy  to  the  very  nanie  of 
the  Intjuisition;  therefore  was  Mr.  Nelter- 
vllle  introduced  here  as  a  person  who, 
havi-ng  innocently  in  chirred  the  displea- 
sure of  this  awful  trihunal,  had,  through 
Donna  Isabella'^  contrivance,  fecund  means 
to  elude  its  search,  and  was  to  be  secreted 
here,  till  a  favourable  opportunity  pre- 
sented to  escape  from  the  country.  This 
artifice  succeede<l ;  and  while  every  person 
believed  that  the  Pyrenees  and  gulph  of 
Lyons  divrded  him  from  Madrid,  he  wa's 
securely  lodged  Avithin  nine  miles  of  it. 
Here,  by  a  policy  at  once  firm,  and  re* 

gularly 
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gulaily  supported,   his  plan    was  arconv 
piisiied ;  and    when    Donna  Isabella  h^t 
town,  under  the  pretence  of  visiting  her 
domains,   by  a  contrivance  similar  to  1 1, at 
practised  by  ISIr.  Netterville,  she  disen- 
cumi)ered    herself  of   h-er   servants,    and 
took  up  her  abode  in  the  same  house ;   to 
wliich    slie  afterwards  broui»;ht  licr  niece 
(who  was  unknown  to  its  old  uiliabitant) 
as  one  of  her  own  v/omen,   where  they  all 
remained  in  ambuscade  till  the  immediate 
search  after  Isabella  had  been  given  over, 
and  they  could  venture  with   less  danger 
to  quit  the  place,    which,  when  they  did, 
Netterville,  disguised  as  a  servant,  hireil 
at  the  n-earest  hotel  a  travelling  ch  'ise  fur 
a  lax^iy  and  her  maid,  under  which  charac- 
ters they  passed  on  leisurely,  without  sus« 
picion    of    any    kind.       Donna   Isabella 
accompanied   them  to  the  frontiers,  and 
at  parting,   presented  to  her  niece  a  curi- 
ous  ebony  casket  chased  with  gold,  wliich 
was  filled  with  jewels,  and  other  articles  of 
value  j  amongst  the  rest  was  a  portrait  of 
K  S  Isabelia^ 
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Isabella,  taken  "by  a  famous  painter,  that 
Mr.  Netterville  ohtn  wished  for,  but 
which  the  auntclelayttl  giving  him  till  she 
Iiad  a  copy-  taken  from  it  -for  herselff  it 
-was  labelled  in  the  casket  wiih  hhyname, 
to  shew  It  was  jexchisively  a  present  to 
himself.  Netterville  and  his  La(l\  em- 
barked at  Roses,  ai^id  landed  safely  at 
Beziers,  from  whence  they  proceeded  to 
Saint  Afrique.  here  he  rejoined  his  reri- 
line,  and  here  our  fugitives  were  again 
united  in  the  face  of  the  world,  but  not 
by  the  name  of  Netterville,  for  here  Isa- 
bella was  made  acquainted  with  an  event 
that  had  but  recently  r-eachcd  the  know- 
ledge of  h«r  husband,  namely,  the  death 
of  his  father  some  months  before,  thruugii 
which  event  he  Avas  no  longer  the  Ho- 
nourable Mr.  Netterville,  but  Lord  Dun- 
carty,  of  Princely  Hall,  in  the  county 
ivildare,  Ireland.*' 

^^  Lord  Duncarty  !— Princely  Hall!'' 
exclaimed  Ellen  ;  *' gracious  Providence, 
^vhat  mystery  is  in  this  ?" 

The 
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The  packet  trembled  in  Ferdinand's 
hand,   and  he  laid  it  on  the  table. 

*'I  repeat  Miss  O'Callaghan'*  words,'* 
said  he,  '^  what  mystery  is  in  this?  or 
what  connection  can  there  be  between  my 
Cither's  story,  and  tiie  long-deceased  Lord 
of  Princely  Hall  ?" 

**  I  am  much  mistaken,"  replied  Sip 
Thomas,  who  was  in  fact  the  only  one  m 
company  that  did  not,  more  or  less,  shew 
some  s>ymptoms  of  surprise,  *^  I  am  mucb 
mistaken- if  they  be  not  ^ound  in tunntelp 
eonnected:  but  eontinue*-it  will  soon  b^ 
explained    to  your    salisfaction,    I   dare^ 

a*^y.'^ 

**  Was  this.  Lord  DuDcarty  your  prede- 
cessor. Sir  Thomas  ?"  asked  Lord  Shef- 
field. 

'*No/'  replied  the  Baronet,  '*but  he 
was  a,  Netterviile,  and  next  in  succession 
to  the  title,  did  his  Lordship  die  with- 
out i^ue,  Nou%  by  a  most  singular  and 
mysterious  coiucidence  of  eventful  mat •> 
ters,  notwiilistandmg  nis  JL04Usni|i  uaa  * 
K.3  legitimate- 
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legitimate  son  born,  there  was  no  person 
to  claim  the  title ;  nor  in  truth  had  this 
Mr,  Netterville  an  unequivocal  right  to 
the  Princely  Hall  property ;  but  held  it 
rather  in  trust,  than  as  its  legal  possessor. 
He  enjoyed  it  but  a  very  few  years,  and 
dying  unmarried,  with  the  name  of  Net- 
terville the  Duncarty  title  became  extinct. 
I  succeeded  this  gentleman  in  the  Hall ; 
yet  I  confess  that  for  some  years  after,  I 
"vvas  doubtful  of  my  possession  there,  and 
therefore  acted  according  to  my  con- 
science in  the  disposal  of  the  rents:  but 
when  years  and  years  rolled  over,  and  I 
Avas  still  the  undisturbed  master,  I  had  no 
longer  any  qualms;  bat/*  added  he,  with 
a  moiit  good-humoured  smile,  "  I  begin 
to  think  my  doubts  were  not  without 
foundation,  and  that  I  shall  have  a  ter- 
rible long  settlement  to  adjust  with  the 
right  owner." 

**  I  understand  from  old  Connolly,  Sir 
Thomas,"   said    Fefdinand,     ''that   you 
».^.^  x.v,„flKj«»«tUiy  improved  the  es.iate,  be- 
sides 
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Sides  enlarfyfng  the  comforts  of  its  tenants^ 
by  promoting  iheir  industry,  and  encou- 
raging their  labours  ;  the  balance,  therer 
fore,  nuist  be  nearly  equal  ;.  and  tliougb 
there  should  he  found  a  nearer  claimant', 
he  must  he  very"  unworthy  of  succeeding. 
you,   if  he  does  not  think  so.'* 

*'  Succeeding  me!"  repeated  the  Bare- 
net,  *'  why  he  tiurns  me  out  fairly  and 
lawfullyJ^ 

**Then  would  he  be  one  of  the  most 
consummate  rascals  that  ever  disgraced  so- 
eiety !"  exclaimed  Captain  Sylvester;  '  'and 
damn  me  if  I  vvould  not  be  the  first  to  stir 
up  an  insurrection  among  the  tenantSi 
and  blow  the  scoundrel  to  the  deviL 
What!  Sir  Thomas  O'Callagliaii,  for  years 
the  liappy  master  of  a  happy  people, 
M'hose  very  name  is  a  passport  to  their 
hearts,  to  think  of  disturbing  him  from 
50  revered  a  spot,  while  Heaven,  to  bene- 
fit mankind,  leaves  him  on  earth  its  noblest 
ornament.  No! — no! — no!  for  the  ho- 
Bour  of  his  ancestors,  be  this  legal  claimt- 
K.  4l  aut. 
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ant  whom  he  may,  I  should  hope  he  never 
inecHtated  so  severe  a  mortification  to  him* 
self." 

**  My  good  friend,"  replied  Sir  Thomas, 
*^  right  is  right;  and  Heaven  forbid  I 
should  oppose  it,  though  I  acknowledge, 
that  the  place  in  question  is  to  me  the 
i^iost  beloved  spot  on  the  habitable  globe; 
and  I  also  believe  is  so  to  my  Ellen  ;  but 
come,  before  we  comment  furtlier  on  the 
business,  let  us  get  to  the  end  of  the  story; 
^ve  may  be  conjuring  up  one  of  old  Con- 
ijolly's  enchanted  knights  to  scare  our* 
selves  with,  perhaps,  instead  of  a  substan- 
tial opponent;  so  proceed,  Ferdinand, 
and  let  us  hear  att  we  have  to  dread/* 

Ferdinand  took  up  the  manuscript,  an<! 
again  [n'oceeded  in  its  contents  as  follows. 


CHAP. 
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O^ntinuation  of  iht  Pciqkeh 


"  Pulchra  Laverna- 


I>a  mihi  fallerci  da  lustum  sanctumque  videri  j 
Noctem  peccatis,  et  ftaudibus  objice  nubem»" 

Horace* 

*^And  no^v\"  v,'ciit  on  the  manuscript, 
**  the  cletailer  oF  these  events  comes  for* 
ward, .  not  to  deprecate  the  indignation 
that  must  justly  follow  the  knowledge  of 
his  crimes,  but  in  the  hope  of  Extenua- 
ting them  in  the  sight  of  God,  by  this 
faithful  confession,  and  his  sincere  con?»- 
trition,  and  bkewise  to  redress  by  it  the 
deep  injuries  sustained  by  the  innocent, 
Y^  5  and 
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and  to  restore  the  rights,  so  long  con*' 
cealed. — The  confessor  of  Donna  Con- 
stantia  was  a  man  of  profound  policy, 
and  deep  speculation  ;  fond  of  worldly 
enjoyments,  but  carefully  concealing  his 
predilections  under  an  appearance  of  the 
strictest  sanctity.  He  resided  in  the  fa- 
mily of  Don  Juan,  and  being  well  versed 
in  the  family  characters,  he  flattered  each 
foible  and  encouraged  each  peculiar  hu- 
mour; and  by  this  m.eans  founded  his  own 
advantage,  and  acquired  no  trifling  ascen- 
dancy in  the,  house.  This  crafty  divine 
had  with  him  a  young  man  his  nephew, 
who  was  likewise  destined  for- the  service 
of  the  church;  to  qualify  him .  for  which, 
his  parents,  who  were  in  a  very  respect- 
able situation j  t!>ought  it  n-ecessary  ta 
give  him  a  superior  education  ;  he  was 
therefore  brought  up  at  th^e  colkge  of 
Salamanca,  where  amongst  other  lan- 
guages, he  became  tolerably  acqi^iainted 
with  the  English.  While  }et  rather  too 
young  to   take   orders,    he   wa.b  left  aa 

orphan^ 
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orphan,  and  by  some  family  misfortunes, 
found  himself  a  dependant  on  his  uncle; 
but  he  still  turned  his  thoughts  to  thie 
olerical  habit,  (though  all  his  better  pros- 
pects were  eclipsed)  and  was  at"  an  early 
age  allowed  to  profess ;  and  through  the 
interest  of  his  uncle  obtained  from  Donna 
Constantia  tlVe  reversion  of  a  neighbour* 
ing  priory.  The  present  incumbent  was 
an  old  infirm  man,  whose  demise  was 
every  day  expected,  and  not  more  wished 
for  by  tiie  uncle  than  the  nephew;  the 
one  to  get  rid  of  an  encumbrance,  the 
other  to  experience  the  blessings  of  inde» 
pendence.  The  prior,  however,  held  out' 
longer  than  was  iinagined,  and  the  young 
priest  was  stilt  obliged  to  be  contented 
with  a  scanty  mec<?,  that  but  barely 
afforded  hun  the  common  support  of 
life. 

^^  At  this  period,    the  transactions  be- 
fore related    took   place    in   Doa  Juan's 
family,   and    by   them    a  new    colouring; 
was   given    to   the  fortunes  of  this  mis'- 
K  6  guided 
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guided  young  churchman.  What  the 
private  consultations-  of  the  vindictive 
trio  were,  be  knew  not ;  but  too  soon  he 
learned  the'part  in  it  allotted  to  him,  and 
alas,  too  readily  did  he  enter  into  the  un- 
dertaking. The  guilty,  unhappy  narrator, 
now  Father  Jeronomej  was  by  his  uncle 
engaged  to  follow  the  steps  of  tlie  fugitive- 
Isabella,  (to  whom  'lie  was  personally 
known),  by  a  story  purposely  devised  to 
gain  her  ear,  and  with  prudence  and  cau- 
tion, there  was  little  doubt  but  he  would 
succeed  in  his  design  ;  for  as  she  was  igno- 
rant of  the  English  language.,  his  know- 
ledge of  it,  and  the  circumstance  of  being 
lier  countryman,  and  an  ecclesiastic,  would 
make  him  a  valuable  ac(]uisition  to  her, 
]>oth  as  an  interpreter  and  confessor.  His 
mission  al  present  was  to  faithfully  trans- 
i:jiit  every  occurrence  worthy  of  note  that 
took  place  in  the  Netterville  family,  and 
above  all— O!  how  does  the  recollection 
of  each  dishonouudyie  4]ctd  crimson  v/itli 
shame  my  furrowed  cheek'— to  intercept 
3  every 
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every  letter  to  and  from  Spain.  Not  only 
my  rcNrard  for  this  iniquitous  business  was^ 
to  double  the  value  of  the  conventual 
prefernient  I  tlius  resigned,  and  my  means 
for  present  use  were  more  than  ample  to 
my  undertaking,  but  my  future  benefits 
■were  to  be  encrcased,  in  proportion  to  my 
services.  Let  me,  •  however,  pay  0)78 
poor  tribute  of  justice  to  myself;  it  is  the 
only  one  I  have  to  offer.  I  at  first  refused 
to  take  any  part  in  this  business;  for 
though  I  did  not  absolutely  consider  my 
task  to  be  of  a  criminal  nature,  yet  it  was 
the  Qitice  of  a  spy  and  an  informer,  there- 
for-e  dishonourable  and  debasing.  My 
objections  were  overruled  by  the  repre- 
sentations of  Isabella's  heinous  offence  to 
God,  her  religion,  and  h.er  parents  ;  exclu- 
sive of  wliich,  every  prospect  of  my  un^ 
cle's  favour,  and  tlie  Castalia  patronage, 
threatened  to  desert  me  by  a  refusal;  and 
dreading  the  extent  of  a  j)ower,  whose 
resentment  could  crush  irs  object  to  the 
earth;  I  consented  to  become — a  villain. 
*  ''A  few 
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**  A  few  months  after  the  fliorht  of  I?a- 
bella,  1  quitted  Spain  on  my  disgraceful 
eoibassy,  and  reacLirLg  in  safety  the  me- 
tropoUs  of^^iitland,  fountl  no  difficulty  in 
tracing  my  way  to  Princely  ilall,  in  tlie 
vicinity  of  which,  I  soon  learned  that 
Lady  Duncarty  was  tjie  Mrs.  Netterville  I 
sought,  being  generally  designated  by  the 
appellation  of  *'  tlie  beautiful  Spanish  - 
Lady."  Here  I  commenced  my  opera- 
tions, and  addressed  a  memorial  to  her. 
Ladyship,  in  her  native  tongue,  stating, 
myself  to  be  her  countryman,  and.  au 
emigrant  priest,  who  having  been  disco 
vered  in  Spain  v,ilh  some  prohibited 
English  books  in  my  possession,.!  had 
fled  thence,  tlirough  fear  of  the  Inquisito- 
rial power*  Such  were  the  material  heads 
of  my  fabricated  tale,  which  .  was  deli- 
vered with  such  apparent  truth,  that  every 
conjecture  was  verified,  and  she  fell  into 
the  snare  laid  for  her  destruction.  I  was 
put  upon. the  establishment  of  her  house- 
hold, and  by  my  well-a&sumed  integrity 

ani 
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and  circumspection,  soon  ajtliiiittetl  to  her 
eonficleiice,  and  progressively  obtained 
the  iiighest  esteem  oK  her  Lord.  The 
only  person  with  whom  her  Ladyship  held, 
any  communication  in  Spain,  was.  her 
aunt,  and  for  fear  of  suspicion,  I  suffered 
the  letters  to  pass  for  a  time,  though  not 
until  I  had  first  made  mysglf  acquainted 
M'ith  tlieir  contents ;  but  after  awhile,  L 
intercepted  them  entirely,  though  they, 
still  went  the  same  journey  under  a  diffe- 
rent address.  Her  continued  silence  to 
Lad}^  Duncarty's  epistles  was  at  first  a 
s.ubject  of  surprise — next  of  apprehension, 
and  at  length,  after  letters  ever  unreplicd 
to,  she  could  only  surmise  that  this,  be- 
loved aunt  was  dead  ;  yet  without  being 
able  to  ascertain  it,  she  bewailed  the  un- 
certainty as  much  as  though  she  had  beeii 
assured  of  the  reality. 

*'  To  behold  the  happiness  of  this  truly 
happy    pair — their    tender  affection — the 
adoration  with   which  their  tenants  and, 
vassali  regarded  them,   who  but  a  hard- 
ened, 
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ened,  liypocritical  villain,  could  meditate 
the  overthrow  of  ^// — a  viilain  that,  Judas 
like,  smiled  in  their  faces,  while  he  stabbed 
them  to  death  ! 

**  Ere  many  months  had  elapsed,  Lady 
Kuncarty^s  appearance  indicated  the  pros^ 
pect  of  hersoon  becoming  a  mother,  and 
every  bosom  glowed  with  joy  at  this  happy 
event,  while  every  heart  oifered  up  prayers 
for  the  safety  of  their  beloved  lady,  and 
blessed  the  yet  unborn  heir.     Before  the 
period  of  its  birth  arrived,  Lord  Dhnairty 
Avas    summoned    to    lead    his     regiment' 
ag  a i  n  s  t   his  c  o  u  n  t  vy  's   foes,    i  d   a  foreign  - 
field  ;   and  never  perhaps   did   his  gallant^ 
spirit  receive  a  v/arhke  signal  with  less  ala- 
cri'"y  to  obey  it.      iiis  Lordship,  however,, 
had  the  satisfaction  to  embrace  a  lovely 
boy,   and   witness  the   perfect   convales- 
cence of    its  beauteous   mother,    ere  he: 
departed. 

"It  was  now  that  Vengeance  wielded 
his  blood-stained  sword,  and  flamed  it 
over   the   desoted   objects  of   his    funy. 

These 
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These  last  accounts,  which  I  carefully 
transmitted  to  my  confederates  in  Madrid, 
they  impiously  dared  to  denominate  the 
work  of  Providence  to  forwaid  their 
machinations  ;  and  too  surely  did  chance 
and  circumstances  facilitate  their  dark 
projects.  It  was  not,  however,  the  affair 
of  a  moment  to  plan  and  execute ;  I  had 
my  observatbns  to  transmit,  and  my  or- 
ders to  receive;  therefore,  before  every 
arrang-ement  was  made,  the  little  Adol* 
phus  had  learned  to  articulate  the  name 
of  father.  Let  me  hasten  over  this  nefa- 
rious deed. — I  was  commanded  to  steal 
away  the  child,  on  a  plea  that  his  eternal 
salv^ation  was  implicated  from  the  heretical 
principles  in  which  he  must  be  bimigbt 
up;  but  first  the  mother'&feelings  were  to 
be  wrought  on  for  the  safety  of  her  hus- 
band, and  to  accomplish  this,,  his  ktte«& 
were  of  course  suppressed* 

*'  O!  what  agony  filled   the  bosom  of 
the    wretched    wife— tortured    with   sus- 
pense—dreading i(x  bejiold  iii  each  public 
^  piint^. 
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print,  a  con  fiF  mat  ion  of  her  fear?,  and 
imagining  the  sound  of  every  wheel  was 
that  of  a  vehicle  conveying  home  the 
mangled  form  of  her  husband.  Melan- 
choly, restless,  and  at  times  abstracted, 
-the  unhappy  Lady  Duncarty  found  no 
resource  from  her  own  wretched  thoughts 
but  in  the  society  of  her  son,  or  the  du* 
fies  of  her  religion,  and  in  a  chapel,  not 
far  distant  from  the  mansion,  she  past 
many  of, 'her  gloomy  hours.  A  "party  of 
freebooters  had  lately  risen  u\>  in  the 
country,  and  occasioned  much  terror  and 
'consternation.  The  mind  of  Lady  Dun^ 
carty,  barrassed  by  contending  emotions, 
Avas  unable  to  bear  up  against  any  fresh, 
disaster  ;  every  alarm  around  her  irritated 
her  nerves,  and  subdued  her  senses ;  but 
the  climax  of  her  miseries  was  yet  to 
come.  At  this  period,  when  every  heart, 
save  one,  melted  with'  compassion  for  tl>e 
situation  of  their  angel  mistress,  the  deei 
that  filled  the  measure  of  her  woes  was 
accomplished.     Oh  God !  the  only  object 

lie« 


THE  OLD  IRISa  BARONET.  211 

her  soul  clun^  to  with  hope  on  this  side 
the  grave,  was  torn  from  her  bosom.  The 
blow  was  decisive-^the  young— lovely- 
worshipped  Lady  Duncarty,  sunk  the 
victhn  of  bigotry,  cruelty,  and  decep* 
tion  ! 

•*  To  prevent  the  possibility  of  the 
child's  giving  any  alarm  by  its  cries,  a 
sleepy  potion  was  administered  in  his  re- 
past, oh  the  night  of  the  theft,  and  a 
more  powerful  opiate  was  given  ta  his  at- 
tendant nurse.  In  the  middle  of  the 
night,  tlie  child  was  taken  from  her  em- 
braces, while,  wrapped  in  heavy  sleep, 
they  were  alike  insensible  to  their  separa- 
tion, and  conveyed  to  a  secret  recess  h\ 
the  chapel,  that  1  had  made  ready  for  his 
reception  ;  having  previously  brought  thi-- 
ther  what  was  necessary  to  repose  him  on, 
and  a  sufficient  quantity  of  nourishment, 
though  of  that  I  easily  replaced  what- 
ever was  wanted  ;  and  here  1  kept  the 
baby  concealed  some  weeks.  My  in  ten* 
tioii  was,    when  the  search   for   the  child 
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was  entirely  over,  to  make  some  ex^cuse 
for  absenting  myself  a  few  days  from  the 
Hall,  and  place  him,  by  a  feigned  story^ 
under  the  eare  of  s6n>e  woman,  near  Dub^ 
lin,  till  I  could  bring  about  a  plausible 
pretext  for  quitting  the  house  entirely: 
but  other  events  occurred  to  render  this 
fir^t  design  unnecessary,  or  any  subter- 
fiige  for  the  last  requisite.  The  recess  I 
speak  of  was  not  far  distant  from  the 
vault  of  the  Dqncartys,  which  the  un- 
happy Isabella  was  frequently  observed  to^ 
"visit;  but  its  entrance  was  on  the  otheB' 
side,  and  so  overgrown  with  ivy  and  elder^^ 
that  it  must  escape  common  observation. 
It  led  through  an  excavation,  that  had^ 
formerly  been  a  door,  but  now  only  repre- 
sented a  confused  heap  of  stones,  dange- 
rous to  pass,  and  affording  nothing  beyonii 
them  to  tempt  research. 

'*  Lady  Duncarty  returned  one  roorn^ 
ing  from  the  chapel,  breathless,  agitated,, 
and  bewildered  ;  she  had  heard  the  cries, 
of  hei'   sou    as    they    penetrated  tbrouglv 

the 
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the  thick  walls  that  siirrcjundai  hini.  She 
raved — she  colled  on  liis  name — she  said 
the  chapel  should  i)e  razed  to  the  ground, 
or  she  would  find  iier^boy.  Fortunately 
these  frantic  exclamations  were  attributed 
to  the  disorder  of  her  senses,  and  /  was  the 
■only  person  v/hose  courage  ddied  venture  to 
this  forniidahle  spot. 

*'  From  the  moment  of  the  child's  dis- 
appearance, its  wretched  mother  became 
-almost  insensible  to  her  >voes ;  the  cause 
Av hence  they  sprung  had  debihtated  iier 
frame,  and  a  melancholy  madness  dead* 
«ned  at  intervals  every  recollection  of 
them.  No  ravings  now  attended  her  un- 
fortunate malady,  and  she  was  p'enmitted 
to  indulge  her  ^\aaderi.ngs  to  the  chapel, 
^unrestrained. 

*/  A  body  of  the  marauders,  whom  I 
Imve  already  spoken  of,  had  heen  to 
^ssenibleone  night  in  the  adjoining  fields, 
wher^  it  was  su])posed  they  held  consul- 
tation ;  but  they  departed  very  peaceably ; 
^'et  the  servants,  apprehensive  of  an  attack 

OR 
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x>n  tlie  house,  made  preparations  for  de- 
fence ;  and  for  this  purpose  on  the  follow- 
ingday,  a  quantity  of  fire-arms  that  hung 
in  the  hatl,  were  taken  down  to  furbish, 
and  several  of  the  pieces  were  discharged 
in  the  lawn.  It  had  not  suggested  itself 
to  the  domestics,  that  the  report  might 
have  any  unfavourable  effect  on  their 
Lady,  as  the  lethargic  state  of  her  senses 
often  rendered  her  unconscious  of  every 
noise,  till  one  of  her  women  came  forward 
to  chide  the  men's  thoughtlessness,  and 
or<'er  them  to  desist. 

*'  It  appeared  that  this  attendant  went 
then  to  her  Lady's  apartment,  to  see  whe- 
ther these  unguarded  shots  had  occasioned 
her  any  alarm.  Her  Ladysiiip  was  not 
there,  but  a  table  and  an  inkstand  that 
lay  on  it,  were  both  overturned,  the  cham- 
ber-door seemed  as  though  it  had  been 
rudely  thrown  open,  and  a.  scarf  that 
Lady  Duncaity  had  fancifully  twisted 
round  her  head  in  the  morning,  was  sus- 
pended to  the  brass  nub.    No  doubt  could 

be 
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he  entertai n'^d  that  her  Ladyship  had  {led 
in  terror  of  the  fire-arn:s.  I  saw  the 
Kearly  frantic  attendant  winij;  her  speed 
towards  the  chape-l,  M'hich,  in  her  more 
collected  moments,  she  had  not  ventured 
to  apj)roach,  and  instantly  suggesting  the 
cause,  I  as  quickly  followed,  repeating 
her  words  to  tlie  affrighted  domestics  I 
chanced  to  meet,  who  only  sensible  to 
Y'hat  might  be  the  situation  of  their  be- 
loved mist-ress,  forgot  their  fears  of  the 
haunt-ed  chapel,  and  pursue^l  my  steps.. 
G  God  1  O  God  !  years  of  bitter  reiiKn'se 
have  brought  to  my  recollection  that  mo- 
ment, in  all  the  appalling  visionsof  a  self- 
accusing  -conscience ;  even  then  my  soui 
slmddered  at  tire  work  of  my  guilty  hands; 
butt<i  recede  Avas  impossible.  Let  me  not 
dwell  on  the  dreadful  scene-— -I  reached 
the  spot  as  the  attendant  of  Lady  Dun- 
carty  raised  in  her  arms  the  lifeless,  form 
of  her  mistress,  whose  last  sigh  had  been 
breatlied  on  the   tomb  of  her  husband*si 

ancestors — - 
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ancestors — tlie  tomb  which  in  a  few  days 
enclosed  the  most  perfect  of  her  sex  ! 

*'  The  steward  of  tlie  household  imme- 
diately «et'h  is  seals  on  all  the  locks,  while 
waiting'  the  arrival  of,  or  some  accounts 
from,  his  Lord,  Alas,  another  heavy  cala- 
mity was  approaching,  of  wliich  I  only 
w^s  aware.  Lord  Duncarty  had  received 
a. mortal  wound,  and  was  returning  home 
by  slow  and  easy  stages,  to  embrace  his 
wife  and  son,  and  expire  in  the  bosom  of 
his  tamily.  I  dared  not  meet  this  irrepa- 
rably injured  being,  and  as  by  the  death 
of  Lady  Duncarty,  the  office  delegated 
me  by  her  Ladyship  was  at  an  end,  1  had 
no  occasion  to  offer  any  excuse  for  an 
early  departure ;  therefore  immediately 
after  the  solemnization  of  her  obsequies, 
1  quitted  Princely  Hall :  with  the  same 
secrecy  as  hitherto,  I  reaioved  my  young 
charge;  and  arriving  in  Dublin,  embarked 
from  thence  in  the  hrst  packet  for  Eng- 
kndr  .'Here  my  orders  were  to  X^ks  up 

an 
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an  abode,  but  as  far  distant  from  the  me- 
tropolis as  I  pleased  ;  and  therefore  I  made 
choice  of  a  situation  in  the  nortliern  ex- 
tremity of  England,  where  changing  my 
name,  and  throwing  aside  my  religious 
garb,  I  passed  the  child  as  an  orphan, 
whom  I  had  undertaken  to  protect,  and 
who  was  entirely  dependant  on  me  :  yefc 
as  the  boy  greu'  up,  I  gave  him  to  under- 
stand he  had  other  friends,  who,  when  he 
arrived  at  a  proper  age,  would  interest 
themselves  in  his  welfare,  provided  he 
conformed  to  my  wishes.  The  boy  had 
been  christened  Ferdinand  Adolphus;  by 
the  latter  of  whrch  names  he  was  gene- 
rally called  ;  I  therefore  made  no  other 
change  than  to  suppress  the  former  one 
entirely;  and  to  this,  instead  of  Nctter- 
ville,  I  affixed  the  appellation  of  Sylves- 
ter, which  happened  to  be  the  first 
English  name  that  struck  my  fancy. 
.  ^*  My  orders  from  my  employers  were, 
to  reside  in  Englaiwl  with  my  charge,  till 
VOL.  Jllr  ^  L  lie 
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he  arrived  to  the  age  o^  manhood;  to  give 
liim  a  respectable  education  ;  but,  above 
all,  to  assiduously  train  him  in  the  doc- 
trines of  tlie  Romish  faith.  Alas !  the 
latter  it  was  out  of  my  power  to  effect. 
From  his  bovish  days,  he  evinced  a  bold 
intrepid  spirit  ;  (it  was  the  blood  of  his 
father  that  circulated  through  his  veins)  ; 
at  fourteen  he  shewed  a  manifest  dislike 
to  thoBC  principles,  and  ere  he  attained 
twenty -one  years,  had  utterly  discarcfed 
them.  I  used  every  argument,  threat, 
and  menace,  to  induce  a  change  of  senti- 
ments ;  my  efforts  were  unavailing,  till 
finally  renouncing  my  authority,  he  dared 
to  assert  the  privilege  of  his  years,  and 
embarked  himself  in  the  service  of  his 
country.  By  one  of  those  extraordinary 
occurrences  of  chance  that  often  unknow- 
ingly direct  our  pursuits  in  life,  the  regi- 
ment in  Mhuh  Adolphus  entered  was 
the  same  his  father  had  formerly  conw 
manded ;  and  though  no  danger  of  any 

discovery 
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discovery  was  to  be  appreliended,  I  fre- 
quently revolved  in  my  mind  the  singula^ 
rity  of  the  circumstance. 

**  It  might  be  supposed,  that  when  the 
accomplishment  of  their  schemes  had  pre- 
cipitated the  unfortunate  ol)ject  of  them  to 
an  untimely  grave,  the  vengeance  of  the 
Castalia  family  was  appeased.  Not  so  ; 
it  had  slept  awhile,  and  the  dereliction 
of  her  son  from  the  path  they  had  chosen 
for  him,  once  more  awaking  all  their  fury, 
against  him  now  was  levelled  their  hatred 
and  their  revenije. 

**  As  my  task  had  so  unfavourably  ter- 
minated, and  Adolphu§  was  no  i()?iger  in 
our  power,  I  expressed  to  my  confederates 
a:  wish  of  returning  into  Spain  ;  but  to  my 
quirting  England,  they  decidedly  ob- 
jected, as  my  removal  thence  would  pre- 
clude all  chance  of  learning  further  of 
Adolphus ;  but  I  had  permission  to  roam 
thoughout  this  kingdom  at  discretion; 
my  sole  duty  was  to  inform  myself  of 
every  thing  I  could  learn  respecting  my 
L  2  ward. 
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ward     and  to  be  regular  in  imparting  it, 
per    many  years,    I  knew  little  of  him, 
save  that  bis  regiment  was  still  abroad, 
and    be  coniinued    attached    to   it;    but 
when,  after  along  absence,  it  returned  to 
England,   I   then  learned  his  marriage  to 
an  American  lady,  with  many  other  of  his 
family  concerns,  which  are  here  unneces- 
sary to  detail.     For  some  years  that  they 
continued  stationary  in   England,    I  had 
opportunities  of  transmitting  various  dif- 
ferent accounts  of  him,   keeping  a  vigi- 
lant eye  towards  him,  though   careful   of 
not  coming  within  his  observation.     Du- 
ring this  period,  Don   Juan    de  Castalia 
vas  summoned  to  his  forefathers,  and  his 
son  Aloiizo,    the  inheritor  of  his   wealth, 
liad  likewise  been   invested   w^ith  a  high 
Inquisitorial  power,   to  which  he  added  a 
distinguished  military  one,  having  entered 
into  the  service,    in  compliance  with  the 
King  of  Spain's  wishes,  some  time  previous 
to  his  father's  death.    Adolphus  once  more 
quitted  Great  Britain,  and  fate  ordained 

he 
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\\e  sfioiild  meet  a  private  enemy  ;  the  di- 
vision in  which  he  was  opposed  itself 
against  that  where  Don  Alonzo  was  second 
fe  command.  The  chief  fell  in  battle, 
Jl^id  his  place  was  snpplied  by  the  vindic- 
tive Spaniard.  Adolphns  became  his  pri- 
soner; his  name  and  his  regiment*  told 
who  he  was,  and  a  few  questions,  artfidly 
propo  ed,  and  uncon>cionsly  answered, 
convinced  Alonzo  his  nephew  was  ia 
his  power.  From  that  peiiod,  the  unfor- 
tunate Adolp'uis  was  dead  to  the  world; 
but  to  the  certainty  of  his  fate,  even  / 
am  ignorant  ;  yet,  that  he  v  as  sent  by  his 
uncle  to  the  Inquisition,  1  have  not  a 
doubt;  and  though  i  hardly  can  snppose 
Alonzo's  vengeance  would  so  far  pursue 
an  innocent  person  as  to  strike  at  his  life, 
I  have  no  proof  to  artirm  it  was  fiot  so. 
Even  my  uncle  professed  himself  ignorant 
of  every  thing  respecting  my  unhappy 
AVard;  and  if  Donna  Constantia  was  aa 
abettor  inherson's  proceedings,  the  secret? 
M'ent  with  her  to  the  grave.  Her  reve- 
ls 3  rend 
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rend  confederate,  my  relation,  was  how- 
ever less  tenacious  in  his  dying  moments; 
self  accusation  embittered  them;  but  all 
the  restitution  he  could  then  make,  was 
to  detail  those  transactions  with  his  own 
hand,  in  more  minute  particulars  of  what 
occurred  under  his  own  eye,  to  which  he 
affixed  his  name  and  seal,  and  forwarded 
to  me,  that  I  might,  it"  I  thought  proper, 
tiansnnt  it  to  the  family  of  this  injured 
man.  Wlien  I  found  that  years  passed 
over  without  bringing  any  intelligence  of 
Adolplius,  conscience,  the  awful  admo- 
nisher  within  us,  e\er  thundered  in  my 
ears  the  attiocit'es  I  had  been  guilty  of, 
and  to  the  criminality  of  my  actions, 
added  the  horrible  conviction  of  indirect 
murder.  O  !  ye  \\  ho  deliberately  plunge 
into  crime,  who  revel  through  the  san« 
guine  days  of  life,  regardless  of  the  niise- 
ries  ycur  pursuits,  or  your  ambition,  may 
entail  on  the  inuccent,  itthct  a  monient 
ere  the  hoary  .dad  of  tDi^e  prochiims 
cleatiib  awful  ap^^roach,  or  iis  preuiature 


arrival 
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arrival  sinks  vou  into  nn  e'wly  grave,  that 
no  pangs,  no  tortures  tiie  corporeal  frame 
is  liable  to,  can  compare  with  the  agoni-. 
zing  reflections  attendant  on  a  guilty 
iriind  !  O  '  what  are  the  torturer  of  n.iine! 
Tottering  on  t lie  verge  of  the  tomb,  under 
a  load  of  }  ears,  and  an  intolerablt^  burthen 
of  dimes,  I  tremhle  lo  meet  the  sum- 
aions  of  111}  God,  and  dread  the  award  of 
His  justice  i  Heaven  holds  out  its  mercy 
to  us  on  repentance.  Cieator  of  the 
world,  tlion  knowest  how  fervently — how 
contritely  I  bend  before  Thee,  to  supjdi- 
cate  that  mer'cy  I  so  little  deserve;  and 
ere  thy  will  calls  me  hence,  grant  me 
time  to  make  all  the  retiibution  that  is 
now  in  my  power.  .D^mna  Isabella  de 
Gonsalvez  is  still  living,  and  under  the 
idea  that  the  infant  son  ot  Lord  and 
Lady  Dancarty  died  about  the  same  tinie 
Avith  its  parents.  I  am  setting  out  for 
Madrid,  to  throw  myself  at  her  teet,  and 
contess  the  secret  transactions  of  those 
past  years ;  yet  as  neither  my  age  or  my 
L  4  health 
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health  give  promise  of  my  life  to  the  end 
of  the  journey,  I  have  written  a  brief 
statement  of  these  particulars,  which,  in 
case  of  an}^  immediate  danger,  1  shall  in- 
stantly have  forwarded  to  her.  If  the 
unhappy  Adolphus  is  yet  living,  and  in 
the  Inquisition,  her  interest  may  do  much 
tJowaids  releasing  him;  although  while  Don 
Alonzo  lives,  that  can  be  little  hoped  for, 
as  any  attempt  of  that  kind,  reachin":  his 
knowledge,  it  must  inevitably  tend  to  the 
destruction  of  his  victim.  He  is,  how- 
ever, a  very  precarious  life  himself,  for  in 
t/he  same  campaign  that  made  Adolphus 
Jhis  prisoner,  he  received  a  wound,  which 
tiO  application  has  been  able  to  heal,  and 
his  vigour  and  his  health  are  in  conse- 
quence of  it  gra  "ually  decaying. 

**  Under  the  impression  of  Adolphus 
being  yet  forthcoming,  I  shall  solemnly 
enjoin  his  widowed  wif  to  preserve  for  a 
certain  period  of  years  the  seals  of  this, 
packet  unbroken;  ^he  will  o^ey  my  in- 
junctions, tor  her  character  is  a  guarantee 

for 
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for  any  promise  she  may  make.     Into  her 
hands  I  hasten  to  deliver  it ;    the  enclo- 
sures are  the  dying  attestation  of  my  un- 
cle,  with  all  the   letters  received  by  me 
from  him  and  tlie  Castalia  family,    since 
my  arrival  in  England,   and  the  copies  of 
my  own  :    they  are  proofs  to  substantiate 
the  legal  claims  of  Adolphua  Sylvester, 
commonly  known  by   those  names,    but 
ostensibly    Ferdinand    Adolphus    Netter- 
viile.  Lord    Duncarty,   or  his  son   Ferdi-^ 
nand  Sylvester,  otherwise  Netterville;   to 
which  is  added  tlie  certiticate  of  this  my 
confession,    sworn    to,   and    properly  at 
tested,  with  the  seals  of  the  office  affixed. 
In  addition    to  these  testimonies,  m  the 
recess   of  the    chapel   of  Princely    Mall^ 
where  I  concealed  the  child,  I  left  behind 
me  the  temporary  bed  I  made  up  for  him, 
with  some  of  his  little  habiliments,  and  a 
ftw  utensils  in  which  I  deposited  his  food  ; 
the  mouldering  remains  of  those  arti-cles 
may,  if  searched  for,   be  yet  discoverable, 
L  6  and 
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and  serve  as  a  further  document  to  esta- 
blish those  facts. 

*'  Adolphus,  or  you  Ferdinand  liis  son. 
whichever  of  you  trace  those  lines,  do  not 
execrate  my  memory;  consider,  when  they 
meet  your  view,  I  shall  be  gone  to  an- 
swer for  my  misdeeds,  and  let  mercy 
temper  the  sentence  that  would  too  justly 
condemn  me, 

Jekonome,   &c.  Sec,'' 


Ferdinand  closed  the  manuscript,  and 
still  retaininjj:  it  in  his  hand,  with  his  eves 
iixed  on  it,  lie  seemed  to  muse  on  what  he 
had  just  been  reading,  though  without 
shev/ing  any  expression  of  being  gratified 
by  the  communication  ;  neither  did  his 
father  evince  any  satisfaction  ;  and  Ellen 
iooked  as  if  she  was  more  inclined  to  weep 
tiian  smile  at  the  good  fortune  of  her 
friends.  Sir  Thomas-  appeared  the  only 
person  who  rejoiced  in  the  event,  and 'in 

the 
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the  usual  warmth  of  his  heart,  he  congra- 
tuiated  the  veteran  on   the  happy  termi- 
nation   of  his  long    campaign,     **  For," 
added  he,    *'  there  exists  not  a  shadow  of 
doubt  to  oppose  your  claims;  and  to  de- 
monstrate them  yet  more  fully,  the  papers 
Ellen  has  in  her  possession,  written  and 
secreted  by  tiie  hand  of  tlie  injured  Lady 
Duncaity,  together  with  theeboiiy  casket, 
that  I  presunie  is  the  same  mentioned  in 
Jeror.onie's  {racket,  wdlin  themselves  fully 
validate    that     priest's    confession,      Tiie 
finding   of  those  pa|;ers  seems  a  direction 
of  Providence,   and  1   consider  the  event 
most  fortunate  which  gave  them  into  my 
hands.    Wonderful !"  continued  lie,  '•  that 
as  I  examined  the  picture  of  the  '  beauti- 
fal  Spanish  lady,'  1  traced  in  flie  counte- 
nance a  strong  resemblance  to  yours,  Fer- 
dinand, so  i  believe  did  Ellen  ;  but.  Hea- 
ven knows,  it  never  entered  my  brain  that 
I  was  anaiizing  the  features  of  your  grand- 


mother."* 


**  Aiul  would  to  Heaven,"  exclaimed 
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Ferdinand,  with  a  heavy  depression  of 
tone,  *'  would  to  Heaven  she  had  borne 
any  name  but  Duncarty  !" 

His  father  looked  at  him,  and  the  ex- 
pression of  his  face  seemed  to  echo  tlie 
words  of  his  son.  Ellen  wiped  a\N'ay 
her  tears;  and  Lord  Sheffield,  with  his 
eyes  bent  on  the  carpet,  played  a  slow 
anovcment  on  the  table  with  his  finoers. 

*'  Why,  you  all  seem  confoundedly 
gloomy  ou  the  business,"  resumed  Sir 
Thomas,  **all  in  the  dismals;  I  believe 
this  the  first  instance  of  a  man's  good  for- 
tune throwiuGj  a  damp  on  his  spirits — and 
Ellen  too — at  least  I  may  safely  swear 
she's  the  first  woman  that  ever  looked  sad 
at  the  prospect  of  being  made  a  *'  Lady" 
by  the  **  Lord  "she  liked.'* 

*'  My  dear  father!"  sobbed  out  Ellen, 
as  she  threw  her  arms  round  his  neck — 
**  my  dear  dear  father." 

**  Why,  what's  -all  this  for?"  cried  the 
Baronet,  though  he  was  well  aware  what 
it  mean  to     **  Do  you  weep,  my  love,  at 

the 
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tlie  overthrow  of  poor  Nevvburgh's  expec- 
tations?— poor  Neddy,  indeed!  this  news 
will  he  a  thunderstroke  to  him  :  butconie, 
to  chan<j:e  the  scene,  we  11  call  in  Con- 
nollv%  and  introduce  him  to  Lor  I  Dun- 
carty  ;  I  should  not  be  surprised  if  the 
old  fellow  jimiped  out  of  the  window/* 

*^  O,  my  dearest  father!"  exclaimed 
Ellen,  **and  must  you — must  you  be  no 
more  the  master  of  Princely  Hall?" 

'*  Have  not  you  tlie  chance  of  continu- 
ins:  its  mistress,  you  fool  ?"  cried  the  Baro- 
net,  lau<^hing,  *'  and  is  not  that  nearly 
the  same  thing?" 

Old  Sylvester  took  her  hand,  '*  My  sweet, 
apprehensive  girl,"  said  he,  tenderly  ad- 
dressing her,  *'  my  loved  Ellen— w^i^  dau^h- 
^er— the  future  Lady  Duncarty,  whose 
merits  and  beauty  justly  entitle  her  to  till 
the  place  of /licr  adored  predecessor,  to  en- 
sure to  you  that  title,  my  amiable  Ellen,  it 
is  indispensable  that  1  should  assert  my 
rights ;  but  may  tlie  roof  of  Princtly 
Hall  bury  me  btneath  its  ruins,  if  ever  I 

enter 
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enter  it  as  its  master,  while  the  best  of 
masters,   of  fathers,  and  of  friends,  lives 
to  fill  those  duties,    and  he  a  blessing  to 
all  around-him.      Sir  Tiiomas  O'Callaghaa 
is  exclusively,  and  as  Iritherto,  the   mas- 
ter of  that    place,    where  tie  is  so  jnstly 
adored,  and   whei^   to  displace  luWy    not 
even  the  name  of  Duncarty  could  rescue 
me  from  opprobrium. — I  shc-uld  be  hate- 
fid    to    myself,     and     de-picable    to    tlie 
world.     No — it    might   then,    indeed,  be 
doubted  that  a   drop  of  Duncarty   blood 
was   in    my  veins.     Sir  Thomas  O'Calla- 
ghan's   rights,  privileges,  and  commands, 
ai  Piiiicely  Hall,  must  remain  xis  hitherto, 
without    di\ision     or    diminution.       On 
those  conditions  I   forvvard   my  claim.s  as 
Lord    Duncarty  to  succeed  him  ;  on   any 
other   term;^,  I  solemnly  declare,    that  by 
ine  they  never  sliall  be  made  public." 
'     Ferdinand's    eyes    sparkled    with    joy. 
Lord  Sheliield  shook  one  of  the  veteran's 
hands  \\\x\\  warmth,  and  Ellen  kissed  the 
other. 

**Well 
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^'  We'll  speak  on  that  sul)ject  here« 
after,*'  replied  the  Baronet,  with  heart 
and  ej^es  hrim-fuil,  that  probably  owed 
their  source  no  less  to  the  generosity  of 
old  Syl\Tstc^r"s  avowal,  than  to  hh  osyii 
strcnio-  attachment  for  Princely  Hall. 

*'  I  have  declared  myself,"  said  the 
latter,  "  and  sjjeak  further  as  we  may  on 
tlie  su!)ject,  no  earthly  power  shall  change 
my  resolves.'* 

**  Then  be  it  so,"  cried  the  Baronet ; 
**only  remeud)er,  my  noble  soldier,  I 
make  preliminaries  as  well  as  you.  I  will 
remain  ^the  ostensible  master  of  Princely 
Hall — Ferdinand  and  Ellen  to  resiv'e  with 
me  there  unconditionally  ;  but  as  to  sub- 
stantiate your  rights,  it  will  be  necessary 
lliat  you  take  formal  possession;  that 
done,  we  will  be  joint  inheritors  during 
my  life." 

*' That's  just  as  It  may  happen,"  replied 
Captain  S\  Ivester,  "  only  1  have  nothing 
to  do  with  a//7/  of  its  arrangements,  giits, 
ieases;   beneiiccs;   &c.     Whenever   I   am 

inclined 
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inclined  to  visit  you,  I  shall  consider  my- 
self a  welcome  guest  at  the  Hall;  for  I'll- 
not  be  confined  to  any  particular  place," 
added  he,  bngnificantly  shaking  his  head— 
««  i;io — no,  I  have  had  enougli  of  that, 
to  serve  me  all  the  rest  of  my  life;  and 
when  my  purse  wants  replenishing,  Baro- 
net, yuuU  be  my  banker." 

*'  Agreed/'  cried  Sir  Thomas. 

**  ril  present  you,  Ferdinand,**  said 
Lor  1  Sheffield.  *'  You  must  make  your 
bow  at  the  English  court  as  the  Honour- 
able Mr.   Nerterville,  and  my  uncle,    the 

good  old  Earl  of  M -,  vvill  do  the  same 

office  for  your  father.  For  goodness  sake, 
my  dear  Baronet,  let's  off  for  the  shore  of 
Albion  as  fast  as  we  can;  since  the  noble 
declaration  of  my  Right  Honourable  Com- 
peer, I  care  not  how  soon  we  are  gone. 
But  who  the  deuce  is  to  undertake  com- 
municating to  poor  Newburgh  his  misfor- 
tune? 1  should  not  wonder  if  he  blew 
out  his  brains." 

**  God  foi  bid  1"  ejaculated  ^y^ry  person. 

*'But 
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**  But  something  must  be  done,"  addt-J 
Sir  Thomas,  **to  liberate  hini  iVom  tl;e 
Iiarpies." 

*'  Pay  his  debts,"  cried  old  Sylvester, 

**  Certainly,"  rtjoined  the  younger  one; 
**  and  alter  all,  it  will  i  e  but  a  pw>or  co.^i- 
pensation  for  his  disappointment/' 

**  His  debts  taken  in  the  aggregate," 
observed  Lord  Sheffield,  *' are,  i  under- 
stand, upwards  of  thirty  thousand  pounds; 
not  to  mention  t^  incambrance  oi  the 
Newburgh  property,  which  a  certain 
fj'kndo^  ours  here  has  taken  on  him  to 
clear." 

*'  Well  well,"  cried  the  Baronet,  impa- 
tiently, and  to  wave  any  further  discus- 
sion on  the  latter  part  of  the  subject, 
*'  we  must  consider  what's  to  be  oone. 
But  now  let  us  call  up  Connofty,  and  have 
a  laugh. — By  the  Lord  Harry,  1  think 
Nevr'burgh  will  indite  him  for  sorcery 
^ — we'll  frighten  him  awhile  with  the 
idea." 

Though  Ellen  did  not  much  relish  the 

humour 
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I'Uinoiir  of  her  father  to  terrify  the  good 
old  man.  yet  she  enjoyed  tliat  of  introdu- 
cing- him  to  Lord  Duncarty,  an/i  accord- 
ingly the  honest  butler  was  suinffioned  to 
make  his  appearance^ 


CHAP. 
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CHAP.  VII. 

•*  Her's  the  mild  lastre  of  the  beamVp  morn. 
And  hii  the  radiance  of  the  risen  day»'* 

Connolly  entered  the  room  with  his 
-usual  respectful  bow,  and  advanced  to- 
Avards  the  Baronet,  who  had  studiously 
composed  the  solemnity  of  his  features. 

**  Connolly,"  began  Sir  Tiiomas,  **we 
are  going  off  immediately  to  Ireland." 

"Thanks  be  to  God!"  instantly  ex- 
claimed the  enraptured  butler,  **  that's 
the  most  blissidestest  news  I've  hard  this 
two  years." 

-  **  Settle  your  household  affairs  as  speed- 
ily as  you  can,"  resumed  the  Baronet,  '^  I 
shall  make  no  unnecessary  delay  here." 
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*'  ril  be  after  sittling  'em  in  no  time 
at  all,  yur  Honour,"  replied  Connolly, 
*'  for  sure  tlie  hart  in  my  body  jun.ps  for 
joy  at  the  \iry  thoiigltts  of  goin  back 
agin  to  our  dear  Princely  Ila!l  ;  and  the 
clivd  be  from  ould  Connolly,  (saving  all 
ynr  Honour's  prisanciH)^  if  ivir  himsilf  see 
kb  like  since  he  lift  it." 

**I  did  not  mention  a  word  about  my 
going  there,"  said  Sir  Tliomas,  looking 
very  seriously  at  him,  and  tj^e  poor  but- 
ler's overjo}ed  countenance  became  sud- 
denly overcast. 

**  Not  goin  to  Princely  Hall,  yur 
Honour?"  repeated  the  old  man,  with  a 
tone  of  depression  and  a  gesture  of  asto- 
nishment. 

^  **  It  has  another  owner,  Connolly," 
added  the  Baronet  ;  and  Connollj^,  if  he 
did  not  jump  out  of  the  window,  very 
nearly  jumped  over  the  table  with  the 
electricity  of  his  motion,  as  his  qui- 
vering lips  faintly  echoed,  "  Anodthir 
owiiir !" 

'*  Don't 
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**  Don't  be  alarmed,   Connolly/'  conti- 
nued  the  mischievous  Baronet,  who  could 
hardly  retain  his  affected  gravity;  *' though 
very  wonderful  things  have  happened,  I 
trust  there  is  no  danger  to  be  apprehended, 
notwitiistanding  there  is  something  in  the 
business,  that  looks  as  if  no  mortal  hand 
directed   it;    but  you  are  encased  in   a 
seven-fold  shield,   you  know,    Connolly, 
since  we  visited  Avignon,  therefore  have 
nothing  to  fear  from  evil  spirits."     Con- 
nolly  looked   more  alarmed.      "  You  re- 
member the  story  of  Lord  Dtincarty  and 
the  beautiful  Spanish  lady,  whose  son  was 
stolen  by  the  good  people,''  continued  the 
Earonet.      **  I  did  not  credit  a  word  of  it, 
you  know,    Connolly,  and  even   used  to 
laugh  at  your  absurd  belief;  the  story, 
however,  was  in  part  true— the  enchant- 
ment of  that  son   is  broken;  he  is  now 
Lord  Duncarty,  and  his  claims  I  have  no 
right  to  dispute."     Connolly  drew  nearer 
to  his  master ;  his  hair^tood  erect,   and 

astonishment 
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astonishment  associating  with  his  natural 
"^timidity,  preventeci  him  tVom  off e  ring  any 
interruption.  Sir  Thomas  proceeded,  **  I 
am  nor  deceiving  you,"  he  rejoined,  **  / 
have  seen  this  gentlenian,  so  has  every 
person  here  present ;  and  I  rnuat  and  do 
acknowledge  him  the  lawful  owner  of 
Princely  Hall." 

Down  dropt  Connolly  on  his  knees,  his 
face  white  as  a.  sheet,  his  under  jaw  qui- 
vering till  the  teeih  chattered  in  his  liead, 
as  he  tremhfingly  articulated,  "•  It's  the 
divil,  Sir  Thomas,!  dont  hilive  a  word  of 
it—  Lord  have  marcy  upon  us  ! — It's  no- 
thimgood;  I  sid  so  whin  fadiher  Dun* 
lavie  brouglit  yur  Honour  thim  papers 
that  ould  Kinnidy  found  in  th(^  grave; 
1  tould  you  not  to  tich'im,  for  I  knowd 
will  inuff  sumthin  bad  would  cum  ot  it — 
God  prisarve  us  all — Amin  !' 

*'You  havenothinii'  to  fear  for  yourself 
at  all  events,"  said  the  Baronet,    "  since 
you  never  touched  those  papers;  and  be- 
sides 
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sides  that,  you  have  a  blessing  on  your 
head,  which,  as  I  have  just  said,  renders 
yoii  iuvuhierable." 

**  O  that  yur  Honour  had  but  tlie 
same  story  to'till," Avhispered  Connolly, 
*'and  you  need  not  be  afeard  of  nothiii 
at  all,   good,  bad,  nor  indiffirint." 

•'  Be  this  new  claimant  who  or  what 
he  may,"  resumed  Sir  Thomas,  *'  1  have 
no  fears  of  facing  him,  nor  even  to  enter 
Princely  Hall  again  ;  but  as  you  might 
not  have  courage  to  look,  on  this  appall- 
ing object  of  fairyism  and  enchantment, 
I  shall  not  ask  you  to  accompany  me 
thither." 

Connolly  rose  from  his  kneeling  pos- 
ture, every  trace  of  terror  subdued  by 
what  lie  imagined  to  be  a  reflection  on  his 
gratitude. 

*'  Not  ax  me  to  attind  yur  Honour  to 
Princely  Hall  !"'  repeated  the  poor  fellovv^, 
*'  no,  'S'lv  Thomas,  I'll  go  without  axin, 
and  though  it  was  the  divii  hin^silf  that 
cum  to  hurt  a  hair  of  yur  hid,  I'd  go  afore 

you 
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you  to  meet  him;  and/'  added  he,  burst- 
ing into  tears,  *'  if  you  be  turned  out  of 
your  own  blissed  place  there  beyant  by 
this  new- Lord,  why  ould  Connolly  will 
follow yur  Honour  whirivir  yu  go  thorough 
the  world,  and  die  as  he  lived  in  yur  dear 
sarvice." 

The  Baronet  was  affected — he  wiped  his 
eyes.  *^  What  a  fool  you  make  of  me  !" 
said  he;  '*  this  is  the  way  you've  always 
contrived  to  subdue  my  humours ;  there 
now,  I  can't  finish  my  story  as  I  wisked." 

'*  Then  I'll  conclude  it  my  own  way," 
cried  Ellen,  **and  tell  our  good  Con- 
nolly all  about  it,"  which  she  did  by 
slightly  repeating  the  principal  parts  ;  but 
brief  as  she  made  them,  her  words  were 
often  interrupted  by  the  astonished  butler's 
exclamations,  prayers,  and  ejaculations; 
-when  having  concluded,  **  And  now,  my 
w^orthy  old  Connolly,''  added  she,  "banish 
your  fears  of  this  formidable  Lord  Dun- 
carty,  whose  name  only  can  alarm  you, 
since  my  dear  father  is  still,  and  for  life, 

the 
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the  master  of  our   loved   Pri"c°lv  ^i.u 
yet, "  continued  slie,  *' in  oniciMo  rer 
all    your   apprehensions,    lear.n    I  hi: 
heir  apparent  of  those  domains  is  ar.   ( 
friend  of  your's,     for  in    IMr.    Ferdiiuuui 
Sylvester   you    behoki   tliat  Ik ir,    and   i.s 
this   gentleman,    his  father,    Lord    Dun- 
carty,  the  same  who  was  stolen  when  an 
infant." 

Connolly  might  have  been  very  elo- 
quent at  the  moment,  did  not  astonish- 
ment, wonder,  and  conjecture,  seal  up  his 
lips,  while  each  respective  sentiment  was 
visibly  impressed  on  his  face. 

*'  Yes,  my  good  Connolly, "  said  Ferdi- 
nand, kindly  taking  the  old  man's  hand, 
*'  it  is  indeed  so  ;  but  your  beloved  master, 
and  my  inestimable  friend,  Sir  Thomas 
O'Callaghan,  can  know  no  change  of 
place  but  that  which  translates  him  to  a 
better  one  than  any  this  worhl  afford^'* 

''  Well  to  be  sure,"  said  Connolly, 
when  a  little  recovered  from  his  amaze- 
ment, *'  to  be  sure,  loftin  hard  say  tlie 
ways  of  God  is  unscrupable^   for  who"d 

VOL.  III.  M  have 
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hdive  thought  tliat  Mr.  Ferdinan  Sylvister, 
the  Lord  bliss  hhn,  was  at  home  in  his  own 
pluce  all  this  while  past  at  -Princely  Hall, 
just  for  ail  the  world  as  if  God  Aln>io:htv 
fiint  him  to  watch  it.  Why  that's  all  as 
^ne  as  an  ould  story  that's  talked  of  con- 
Earning  the  ruinated  church-yard,  Sir 
Thomas,  they  calls  Daunycumfort.'* 

*' Aye,"  cried  the  Baronet,  **  now  for 
it;  I  thought  we"^  have  a  sagacious  alle- 
gory/* 

'Mt's  iviry  word  true,  yur  Honour,'* 
resumed  the  faithful  biographer  of  the 
tales  of  wonder.  ^'  Fm  just  goin  to  till 
you  all  about  it.  That  ould  church-yard 
near  us  at  home  there,  where  they  bir}'  aril 
the  ri\  irind  fathers,  God  rist  their  sowls, 
and  odthir  people  too  as  will  as  thim  ;  why 
iviry  modther's  child  oi'  "im  that  goes  to 
the  grave  there,  is  obligated  to  stand 
cintry  at  the  gate  till  the  nixt  corpse 
cums  to  take  his  place,  and  so  on,  yur 
Honours,  to  the  ind  of  the  chaptir. ,  Just 
aiow  d'y'see  for  all  the  world  like  Mr. 
lerdinan  rising  out  of  the  Duncarty  grave 

as 
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as  one  may  say,  unbeknown  to  iny  body 
at  all,  to  watcli  ovir  his  own  dear  Princely 
Hall." 

**  A  very  wise  simile,"  remarked  the 
Baronet,  with  much  gravity,  **  and  quite 
applicable." 

**  And  didn't  I  say,"  rejoined  Connolly, 
looking  quite  pleased  at  his  own  sagacity — 
''  dichrt  I  say  that  that  Mr.  NewLurg 
was  no  more  like  any  thing  belonging  to 
the  place,  nor  if  he  was  none  of  its  people's 
giniration  I  and  moreover  nor  that,  I  was 
mortally  sure  and  sartin  he  had  no  more 
rite  to  our  dear  Princely  Hall  nor  mysilf 
had,  nor  half  so  much,  bekays  I  have 
lived  in  it  all  my  whole  life  from  the  time 
I  was  born,  and  afore  my  modther  brought 
me  into  the  world  too." 

*'  I  would  advise  you,  however,"  said 
Sir  Thomas,  with  becoming  solemnity, 
**  to  keep  out  of  the  way  of  this  Mr. 
Newburgk;  he's  a  terrible  fellow,  i  should 
imagine,  when  vexed;  and  you  know, 
Connolly,  he  suspected  you  of  dealing  in 
the  black  art;  therefore,  when  he  is  in- 
M  2  formed 
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formed  of  this  wonderful  bus^iness,  I  should 
not  be  in  the  least  surprised  if  he  tied  a 
stone  round  your  neck,  au<l  tried  yoa  by 
a  watery ^)r(ieal,  as  they  do  the  witches." 

Sir  Thomas,  for  once  in  his  life,  erred  ia 
calculating  on  his  butler's  apprehensions, 
for  he  was  not  the  least  intimidated  by 
this  threat. 

^'That's  more  nor  he  dare  do,  yur 
Honour,"  replied  he,  '*  bekays  if  lie 
drowned  me,  1  would  sware  the  pace  agin 
him  afore  om*  own  grand  jury,  and  have 
his  life,  did  or  alive/' 

*' And  it's  a  doubt  to  me,  Connolly," 
cried  Sir  Thomas,  laughing,  *Mf  the  sight 
of  you  then  w^ould  not  give  poor  New- 
hiirgh  his  quietus,  without  making  any 
appeal  to  the  law." 

*'  So  thin  aftir  all,  yur  Honour,"  said 
Connolly,  **  we're  goin  home  to  our 
^arlind  Princely  Hall?" 

^'  Aye,"  replied  the  Baronet,  "  and  do 
you  be  expeditious  to  forward  our  depar- 
ture," 

*'Och  !  faith,  an  it's  yur  Honour's  own 

silf 


silf  that  needn't  be  after  bidin  me,"  cried 
the  delighted  butler,  as  he  retitated  fVoni 
the  room,  **  for  the  viry  thoughts  of  goia 
hack  agin  drives  ivhy  thin-g  out  o£  my 
hid,  so  yur  Honour  needn't  be  afeard  I'll 
forgit  yur  ordirs." 

-  Our  party  set  out  on  their  return  from 
Florence  with  all  possible  expedition^  and 
by  the  most  direct  route  ;  Ellen  having 
exacted  from  her  adoring  Ferdinand  a 
V'illrng  promise,  that  they  ^"^hould,  at  aa 
early  opportunity,  retract  again  the  scenes 
they  quitted,  and  explore  the  rest  of  Italy. 
They  made  no  halt  till  their  arrival  ia 
London,  as  Sir  Thomas  appeared  to  have 
got  rid  of  his  gout,  and  supported  the 
journey  perfectly  well  :  there  they  stopped 
a  few  days^  which  were  devoted  to  cer- 
tain necessary  family  arrangements,  and 
to  assure  the  Isappiness^  and  welfare  of 
others  along  with  their  own.  A  list  of' 
Newburgh's  creditors  was  obtained)  and 
a  mceti!ig  of  them  convoked,  at  which 
Loid  Duncarty  and  his  son  joined  ia 
secuiing  the  payment  of  his  personal 
M  3  debts,, 
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debts,  under  their  acquiescence  in  the 
reduction  of  their  claims  to  ti.e  rate  of 
legal  interest,  an  acquiescence  that  was 
extorted  by  the  threat  of  a  severe  scru- 
tiny, and  a  rigorous  employ  of  the  statute 
of  usury ;  and  all  the  annuitants  on  liis 
real  estate  were  instantly  paid  off.  New- 
burgh,  thus  assured,  through  the  genero- 
sity of  his  benefactors,  of  a  clear  annual 
income  of  j^ 2,600,  made,  in  the  presence 
of  Sir  Thomas,  a  most  solemn  renunciation 
of  .every  species  of  gambling,  and  ex- 
pressed to  the  Baronet  his  resolution  to 
retire  immediately  into  the  country,  and 
become  an  experimental  farmer;  a  pur- 
suit he  had  in  some  of  his  late  rambles 
acquired  a  strong  passion  for.  This  the 
Baronet  advised  him  most  strenuously  to 
follow  up ;  and  counselled  him  at  the  same 
time  to  resio-n  his  seat,  as  his  talents  did 
n  t  p  lint  towards  a  pul)lic  life  ;  frankly 
telling  him  that  v/here  obtained  under 
such  circumstances,  and  for  such  pur- 
poses, he  did  not  know  whether  his  seat 
in  parliament,  or  himself,  reflected  greater 

disgrace 
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cSsgrace  on  each  other:  this  he  likewise 
consented  to  do  ;  and  let  us  hope  we  may 
confide  in  the  stability  of  his  good  reso^ 
lutions* 

In  the  meanwhile,  Sylvester,  now  the 
Honourable    Mr.    Netterville,     told  him 
roost  cordially^  that  whenever  he  had  a. 
month    or   two  of  leisure   and  ennui   to- 
pass,  he  could  not  do  any  where  so  vvelL 
as  to  come  and  yav/n  it  away  at  Princely, 
where   the  doors  of  the  old   hall   stood, 
always  open  to   bid   him  a.  hearty  wel- 
come^ 

Lord  Duncarty  and  his  son,  on  the. 
next  morning  after  their  arrival  in  Lon- 
don, set  out  for  Woodford>  where  they 
found  the  good  clergyman  in  perfect 
health,  who,  with  his  family,  were  re- 
joiced to  see  once  more  their  beloved 
young  friend  lurdinaud,  and  with  un* 
feigned  saiistaction,  participated  in  the. 
ac«  ouuts  of  his  recent  elevatiouii  The. 
two  elders  were  conspiring  to  obtain  him,, 
through  their  joint  or  separate  influence^ 
SfOiiie  respectable  preferment^  when,a  let- 
M  4  ter 
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tei  from  the  evangelical  Doctor  Clay  field 
to  the  Baronet,  his  '*  most  worthy  friend 
and  excellent  patron,'*  saved  them  far- 
ther tioubk,  by  acquainting  him  that  the 
rectory  of  was  the  day  before  be- 
come vacant,  throngli  the  death  of  thein- 
cnmbcnt;  and  modestly  intimating  his 
wish  tliat  Sir  Thomas  would  serve  the 
cause  of  Calvrnistic  orthodoxy,  by  adding 
it  to  the  three  livings  he  already  enjoyed, 
or  enabUnq^  him  to  resign  in  its  favour 
one  of  them,  of  much  inferior  value; 
but  the  Baronet  preferred  to  serve  the 
cause  of  humanity,  and  in  concert  with 
Lortl  Duncarty,  who  \^'as  now  the  osten- 
sible patron,  inducted  into  it,  m  a  very 
few  da\s,  the  instructor  of  his  orphaa 
son,  the  consoler  of  his  bereaved  Re- 
hecca. 

Though  their  short  sojourn  in  London 
scarcely  gave  time  to  the  voire  of  rumour 
to  herald  their  approach,  yet  tong  before 
they  reached  the  groves  of  Princely  Hall, 
a  tear  of  affectionate  pride  started  in  the 
Baroket's  eye,  and  his  cheek  hud  to  feci 
'    •  the 
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the   mingled    glow  of  coBscious   worthy 
and  retiring  diffidence,    at  receiving,    ia. 
presence  of  his  illustrious  strangers,   the  • 
rural  homage  of  those,  he  lived  to  bless,.  . 

**  Swift,  unbespoken  pomps  thy  steps  proclaim^ 
And  stammeripg  babes  are  taught  to  lisp  thy  name.'* 

A  cavalcade  of  all  his  principal  tenantry, 
met  them  at  a  considerable  distance,  ac- 
companied by  Fatlier  Dnnlavie  and  others 
of  the  suirroundiog  clergy  of  both,  i^eli" 
gions ;  and  many,  of  the  neighbouring 
gentry  did  not  disdain  to  take  the  lead  of 
the  procession,-  and  welcome  their  brother 
magistrate  back  to  his  native  land. 

Long  before 'they  reached  the  vergp  of 
tlie  domain,    an  innumerable  crowd   was 
discerned  on  the  road  before  tliem.     la 
front  were  all  the    vounsj;  women   of  his  - 
manors,    arrayed  ii;  white,    who  strewed 
flowers  in  the  way,   whicii  was  lined  by  a 
double  hedge  of  children  of  both  sexes, 
headed  by  the  masters  and  nrlstresses  onf- 
all the  parish  and  charity-schools  that  Sir 
Thomas  and  his  family  maintained  or  pro- 
21  6'  nioted... 
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moted.  Shouts  of  joy  and  welcome  hailed 
his  return  to  his  own  domains.  Lord 
Duncarty  drew  his  hat  before  his  eyes, 
excraiming  to  himself,  **  It  is  now,  OGa}- 
laghan,  that  I  envy  you  !'* 

Amongst  the  arrivals,  none  was  per- 
haps more  welcomed  than  old  Connolly  ; 
young  and  old,  grave  and  gay,  assembled 
round  to  hear  him,  with  the  eloquence  of 
a  t7^avellery  relate  the  wonders  he  had  seen 
abroad  ;  but  justice  to  the  venerable  but- 
ler's unshaken  partiality,  oblige  us  to  say, 
that  in  his  descriptions,  and  wherever  he 
eould,  or  sometimes  could  not,  make  a 
comparison,  his  beloved  Princely  HaM 
took  the  lead,  in  point  of  excellence,  mag- 
nificence, and  hospitality. 

Mr.  Millbank  and  Emily  headed  tlie 
procession  to  meet  their  old  friends. 
Emily  and  Ellen  were-  folded  in  each 
other's  embrace;  nor  could  theimpatience 
of  a  lover  to  share  in  the  welcome  greet- 
ing, induce  Lord  Sf^etlfield  to  interrupt 
the  affectionate  meeting  of  those  amiable 
girls.     He  was,  however,  soon  recognized 
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by  bis  blusbing  mistress,  and  an  extended 
band,  accoiiipanied  with  a  gracious  smile, 
rewarded  his  forbearance. 

The  report  of  Lord  Duncarty^s  restora- 
tion forerun  his  arrival  at  the  Hall  ;  many 
and  various  were  the  conjectures  of  the 
common  people  on  his  wond'erful  re-ap- 
pearance; and  some  amongst  them  (of  old 
Connolly's  creed)  could  not  for  a  long 
while  be  led  to  believe  that  any  thing 
but  a  supernatural  agency  had,  during 
such  a  term  of  years,  so  mysteriously 
concealed,  and  now  so  astonishingly  re* 
vealed  him.  However,  by  his  conduct  to 
Sir  Thomas,  his  Lordship  gained  the  ge- 
neral estimation.  His  son's  character  was 
already  established  in  the  neighbourhood  ; 
nor  after  the  beloved  object  of  the  people's 
veneration,  was  there  a  gentleman  in  the 
country  who  could  boast  more  of  their 
favour.  His  succession  to  Princely  Hall 
was  therefore  universally  hailed,  as  a  happy 
pledge  of  their  future  welfare,  by  all  his 
tenants  and  dependants,  who,  since  Ned 
Jsewburgh's  visit  to  tl>e  Hall,  had  a  me- 
lancholy 
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lancholy  presage  of  tlieir  aDproachinglot, 
and  of  the  precarious  tenure  by  which 
they  enjoyed  th("ir  njaster  .s  bounty,  and 
their  landjord's  benevolent  institutions: 
all  these  the  character  of  their  future 
Lord,  and  his  imj>fnd!ng, union  with  Ellen, 
promised  to  perpetuate,  as  far  as  tiie  pru- 
dence of  iuiman  anaiigements  can  bestow 
^  permanency ;  and  their  almost  only  prayer 
was  now,  that  there  might  result  from 
this  union  a  long  line  of  progeniture,  who 
should  each  in  his  turn  unite  the  talents  of 
a, Sylvester  with  the  virtues  of  O  Caila- 
ghan. 

Sir  Thomas  empowered  the  enraptured 
Netterville  to  fix  his  happiness  for  as 
early  day  as  lie  could  obtain  ;  aud  his  Ellen 
promised  to  becouie  a  bride  on  tiie  same 
day  with  her  beloved  friend  Emily.  It 
had  been  previously  agreed  on  by  the 
parties  concerned,  that  immediately  on 
Lord  Sheffield's  return  from  his  travels, 
he  and  Emily  should  be  unitc^d  ;  therefore 
the  ha[>py  Ferdinand  became  a  benedict 
sooner  than  he  could  have  hoped;  and  by 
3  this 
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this   arrangement,'  tlie    double    wedding 
took  place  at  Princely  Hall. 

To  say  the  brides  looked  handsome, 
would  be  supertluous— all  brides  look 
better  on  their  weddini^-day,  than  any 
other,    unless,  indeed,   if  fate  so  wills  it, 

the  first  da}^  of  their  w^eds,  and  then 

but  that,  **  to  be  sure  and  sartin,''  as  old 
Connolly  says,  depends  on  more  circum- 
stances than  one.  Well!  but  the  wed- 
dings; and  so  Mr.  Connolly,  to  humour 
the  dear  good  old  soul,  and  increase  his 
importance,  was  deputed  grand  master  of 
the  festival  on  this  joyous  occasion,  major- 
domo,  and  manager  in  ordinary  and  ex- 
traordinary. The  Baronet  riiade  him  a 
present  of  a  full  dress  suit  of  superfine 
white  cloth,  and  every  thing  appropriate 
to  it,  to  do  honour  to  his  appointment. 
Tiie  ceremony  was  pei formed  in  the  grand 
saloon,  which  in  justice  to  the  old  bugler's 
taste,  was,  as  well  as  every  other  p:iit  of 
tbe  house,  laid  out  with  great  elegance  ; 
in  the  designs  of  Mhich,  he  probably 
owed  something  to  his  4'ecent  tour;   and 

ill 
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in  the  style  of  the  tables,  it  was  particu- 
larly evident  that  the  old  niaB  had  not 
travelled  for  nothing. 

The  company  was  astonished,  and  the 
major-domo  rewarded;  but  not  by  the 
praises  of  his  master,  or  the  encomiums 
of  the  party — no ;  by  the  desire  of  his 
beloved  Miss  Ellen,  he  stood  close  to  her 
during  the  marriage  ceremony,  which' 
when  finished,  she  presented  her  hand  to- 
the  veteran  servant,  and  gave  him  the  first 
bridal  kiss.  The  action  nearly  overpow* 
ered  the  poor  fellow^  and  he  was-  obliged 
to  quit  the  room  for  a  few  minutes^  that 
ar  tear  even  of  joy  should  not  be  seen  ia 
his  eyes  on  this  joyous  day. 

*'Och!  and  the  Lord  prospir  'im  alLx 
thir  lives,"  he  exclaimed,,  *'  for  sure  a. 
natery  nor  a  more  beautifuller  two  couple^ 
o'pairs  nivir  stud  up  afore  an  altar;  and 
since  God  Almighty's  goodniss  has  spared 
me  to  see  this  blis^id  day,  that  my  own. 
darlind  Miss  Ellen  is  marrid  to  one  of 
the  Duncarty  giniration,  III  go  to  my 
grave  whin  1  die  the  happiest  cratur  alive/' 

But 
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But  the  worthy  old  fellow  neither  went 
to  his  grave  alive,  nor  entered  it  dead  so 
soon  as  he  might  have  expected  ;  though, 
when  he  did  go,  his  respected  remains  v/ere, 
according  to  Sir  Tiiomas's  promise,  reposed 
in  the  tamily  vault,  adjoining  a  spot 
where  the  Baronet  marked  out  his.  own* 
It  was  suggested  to  Lord  Duncarty 
•  and  Mr.  Netterville,  by  their  friends,  that 
some  inquiries  sliould  be  made  respecting 
their  Spanish  connexions,  particularly 
Donna  Isabella  de  Gonsalvez.  His  Lord^ 
ship,  expressed  himself  desiroAis.  to  leara 
something  of  the  latter,  and  Ferdinand 
proposed  an  appHcation  to  the  Spanish 
ambassador,,  in  Landoa,  and  likewise  the 
propriety  of  its  being  a  persional  one^  ia 
order  to  make  the  statements  more  acca- 
rate.  Lord  Sheiheld  offered  to  accoo  pany 
him,  which  Mr.  Ketierville  thankfully 
acceded  to  ;  and  the  two  gentlemen  went 
over  to  England,  taking  with  them  the 
necessary  documents  Their  stay  was  no 
longer  than  w^s  absoluieis  rcquiaite  to 
forward  their  busmess^  and  they  returned 

with 
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%vlth  the  ambassador's  promise  to  Mr, 
Nettervilie,  of  his  strenuous  exertions  to 
trace  the  subject  of  his  ^vishes.  Several 
months  passed  over  without  receivinc^,  or 
indeed  expecting  to  receive,  any  intelli- 
gence as  yet;  but  the  result  was  at  length 
officially  transmitted,  together  with  a  copy 
of  Donna  Isabella  de  Gonsalvez's  will,  that 
lady  being  dead,  by  which  many  obscure- 
matters  were  elucidated.  It  appeared 
that  the  packet  Jeronome  mentioned  to 
have  ready  to  forward  her,  reached  her 
hands,  by  which  it  was  known  the  un- 
happy but  repentant  offender  had  died  on 
his  journey.  The  surprise  and  horror  its 
contents  excited,  had  nearly  proved  fatal ; 
but  the  eneigy  of  her  mind  and  charac- 
ter surmounted  all  ill  effects,  after  the 
first  moments  of  astonishment.  She  im- 
tnediately"  em  ployed  all  her  endeavours  to 
discover  whether  the  son  of  her  lamented 
Isaiiella  was  in  tiie  Inquisition  or  not. 
In  vain  was  all  her  policy  exerted;  no 
person  of  the  name  of  Sylvester  could 
be   traced  there;   nor  probably  had  she 

ever 


THE  OLD  IRISH  BARONET.  S57 

^ver  discovered  liim,  bad  not  the  death  of 
her  liated  nej)he\v^  D  ni  Alonzo,  substi- 
tuted in  bis  inquisitorial  place  a  friend  of 
ber's,  and  from  him  she  learned,  that  an 
English  gentleman,  an  ot^icer,  known  by 
the  name,  was  imprisoned  there  eighteen 
years,  before,  and  .still  remained  in  it;  but 
that  notwithstanding  Alonzo's  death,  ,the 
person  l)eing  entered  unconditionally  for 
life,  his  envancipation  could  not  be  looked 
for.  Donna  Isabella  however,  did  not 
despair ;  s^ie  persevered  in  her  attempt, 
and  succeeded  in  it  ;  for  what  was  denied 
to  her  openly,  was  connived  at  in  secret ; 
and  seven  years  after  she  received  Jero- 
nomqjs  packet,  her  indefatigable  exeitions 
opened  the  doors  of  Captain  Sylvester's 
prison ;  slie  was,  however,  strictly  en- 
joined not  to  see  him,  and  to  hasten  his 
immediate  departure  from  the  country; 
and  Donna  Isabella,  fearful  that  his  gra- 
titude, or  his  affection,  might  lead  him  to 
break  the  iniunction,  forbore  to  acknow 
\tA^^  herself;  but  suffered  him  to  depart, 
ignorant   of  Ivow  or  by  whom  liberated. 

She 
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She  did  not  long  survive-this  period  ;  and 
by  her  will,  that  stated  all  particulars,  she 
bequeathed  the  bulk  of  her  fortune  to  her 
nephew,  tire  Baron  of  Duncarty,  of  the 
kingdom  of  Ireland,  8cc,  The  will  was 
registered  before  her  demise,  in  order,  as 
she  said,  to  prevent  any  further  villainy 
being  renewed  with  that ;  but  as  no  per- 
son knew  any  thing  of  Lord  Duncarty, 
it  could  only  be  conjectured  that  he  would 
at  some  period  appear  to  claim  his  rights, 
which  by  the  laws  of  Sj)ain,  his  Lordship 
M^as  then,  and  is  now  entitled  to. 

The  next  thing  that  demanded  the  at- 
tention of  Ferdinand,  was  to  address  the 
dear  respected  sister  of  his  regretted  mo- 
ther;  he  wrote  to  his  aunt  in  i\merica, 
and  his  letter  was  immediately  acknow- 
ledged with  pleasure  and  tenderness.  She 
had  become  a  widow  since  she  last  heard 
from  him,  with  three  or  four  children, 
and  a  very  fine  fortune,  part  of  which 
left  her  by  and  of  her  husband's  own 
property,  she  had  designed  for  him ;  but 
his  late  acquisitions  rendered  the  gift  un- 
necessary ; 
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4iecessary  ;  and  she  only  begged  leave  that 
at  some  future  period,  he  or  his  father,  Lord 
Duncarty,  would  superintend  theeducation 
of  her  favourite  daughter,  named  Rebecca 
after  her  beloved  sister,  and  for  which  s\\e 
would  send  her  over  to  Ireland,  since  she 
bad  now  such  dear  relatives  there  to  coun- 
tenance her ;  and  the  little  token  of  re- 
membrance she  ^lestined  for  her  nephew 
should  now  be  added   to  this  child's  for- 
tune, whom  she  further  requested  might 
-be  brought  up  in  the  established  religion. 
And  her^  we  are  called   upon  to  take 
leave  of  the  exalted-pair,  who  have  en- 
l^-aged  our  interest  through  the   preceding 
pages:  may  the  amiable  unsophisticated 
Ellen  continue,  by  her  example,  to  strew 
with  tlowers  the  paths  of  female  duty- 
may  she  add  dignity  to  innocence,    and 
with  the  proud  frown  of  conscious  worth, 
from  which  baseness  and  profligacy  shrink 
in  abject  dismay — may  she  ever  maintain, 
at  an  awful  distance,  the  reptiles  of  adu- 
lation and  vice,    whose    nearer  approach, 
thougii  checked  by  native  virt\ie,  would 

compromise 
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compromise  her  fair  reiiowii;   and  fill  her 
pillow  with  thongs. 

And  thou,  Netterville!  pupil  of  adver- 
sity, to  whose* 'rigid  lore,"  thou,  like 
others,  probably  owest  the  talents  that 
distino'uish  thee  ;  wliether  thv  ^-enius,  fdr 
genius,  like  death,  lays  every  subordinate 
distinction  low,  is  destined  to  \ro\d  the 
reins  of  empire,  and  command  the  atten- 
tion of  coatending  dynasties  to  the  voice 
of  wisdom  and  of  peace,  or  to  maintain 
the  useful  respectability  of  private  life, 
mayst  thou,  by  the  august  union  of  vir- 
tue with  talent,  reflect  grace  antl  dignity 
on  the  path  that  is  traced  out  for  ihee, 
Vrhich,  if  rightly  pursued,  will  conduct 
thee  through  the  vale  of  peace  here,  to 
the  gates  of  happy  immortality. 
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